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ROSMUNDA. 

A TRAGEDY. 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

Almachilds. Romilda. 

Ildovaldo. Soldiers. 

RosMUNDA. FoUùtoers of Ildovaìdo. 

Scene, — ^The Palace in Pavia. 
ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENE THE FIRST. 

Rosmunda, RomUdiu 

Ras» Perfidious woman, put up to the skies 
Thy unavailing vows ; address to Heaven, 
Which hears uiee not, thy ineffectual prayers. 
Meanwhil'e the sai^uinary battle rages 
On the Tidnus' shores; e'en to this place 
I hear its clamour : nor in doubtful hope 
Doth my heart waver : certainty of conquest 
Do. I infer from the high martial virtues 
Of my new consort. 

£om. Yes, if in the camp 
Thy AlmachDde be as mudi distingc^ish'd, 
As he himself distinguished in this palace» 
Then when he sacrihced with traitorous hand 
My father Alboino^ he will conquer : 

VOL. II. A 
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But Clefiy who is now his adversary, 

Does not now lie immersed in indolence. 

Clasped in a guilty consort's arms, as lay 

Thy husband Alboino on that nieht 

Qf memorable horrors. Round nis standard 

The noblest heroes Clefi hath collected : 

He with his warriors doth at once maintain 

The sacred cause of violated faith» 

Of outraged heaven, of multitudes oppressed, 

And of the infringed laws of Lombardy: 

And fervently I pray for his success. 

Ros. The dregs of Lombardy alone have flocked 
Round Clefi's mutinous standard ; he counts not 
One man of noble blood among his followers: 
Indeed, he well deserves that &ou shouldst be 
So strenuous in his cause. For art not thou 
The daughter of a king ? Oti ! fortunate 
My fate, in truth, that made me not thy mother ! 
Sprung; from a monarch, canst thou entertain 
The vile desire to see the royal power 
Cast with the throne to earth ^ 

jRtoiR. Upon the earth 
Rather would J behold the throne, than fill'd 
By a contaminating, guilty upstart. 
The consort and the daughter of a king. 
Say, wert not thou ? Thou, who hast dared lo give 
Thy hand in marriage to a traitorous subject ? 

Ros, To any man, that dared avenge my cause 
This hand of mine was a due recompense. 
I was constrained by dire necessity 
To luckless nuptials with thy cruel father. 
Yet reeking with the life-blood of Comundus, 
My wretched father» Alboino gain'd me 



ACT THE FIRST. 

Orphan and captive : the impious Alboino, 

He that discomfited my^ partizans» 

The spoiler of my patrimonial realm, 

The iDsultor of. my wretchedness. At length 

From this inexorable fatal yoke, 

'Neath which I langmsh'd for so many years, 

I breathe. And now the rancour will burst forth 

Which with so many conflicts I suppressed : 

Now thee, the abhorred child of Alboino, 

i Of whom, for my especial happiness, 
'm not the mother,) I will banish thee 
For ever from my sight. Thee I dispatch 
A spouse to Alarle* 

Rom. I ? • «M the spouse 
Of Alane? 

Ros. Yes. This appears to thee 
A small revenge, and small indeed I deem it. 
When set i^ainst the injuries I endured 
From Alboino : but it pleases me 
Thus from my sight for ever to remove 
The impious remnant of thy other's blood* 
I, for the covenanted aid received 
From Alarle against the troops of Clefi, 
Have, to the former, ][>ledgea my royal faith. 
As an equivalent, to yield thyself. 
Exult : thou wilt have, as thiou dost deserve, 
A spouse magnanimous : and though a realm 
Vast as the one usurped by Alboino, 
The Eruli on Alarle bestow not, 
Yet he assuredly may vie with him 
In frantic cruelty. Thee, Alarle 
Happy will make, as Alboin' made me. 
Rom, Do not expect that I should ever yield 



é «OSMUNDA. 

To nuptials dire as these» If thou'rt victorious. 

And thirstest for a plenary revenue. 

Amid these very walls (round wmch doth stray 

The unavenged spectre of my fòthei^ 

Where the vile traitor, by whose hands he fell, 

Lies by thy side e'en in his very bed,) 

The daughter thou shouldst immolate: and there 

Opprobrious torments, and protracted jMmgs, 

On her inflict. But diou presume to yield 

My hand in marriage ? • • • 

Ros. Thou, with Alarle, 
Wilt find the furies of a cruel step-dame 
Join'd to the furies of a barbarous consort. 
Those whom, at once, I fear and execrate. 
With death I punish : thee, whom I fear not, 
I would chastise with life. 

Rom. Say, who can be 
Thy rival in barbarity ? Not I. ^ 
There are no tears, no cries of innocence, 
That can thy bosom pierce : yet, save my tears, 
I now have no defence • • • On Heaven ! but no: 
I can, and I know how to, ease myself 
Of the intolerable load of li&, 
So that I go not to this destined marriage .. • 
Perhaps 'twould be more expedient for me, 
Bringinc thy dagger, and thy noble arts. 
To Alane as a dowry, thus to make 
My coveted alliance cost him dear : 
But am I Rosamund? 

Ros. lam; and feel 
Proud in the consciousness that I am she. 
The world knows well that I was not the first 
To practise cruelty. 



ACT THE riRBT. i 

Rom* If towards thyself 
My sire was cruel, rights of war produced 
That cruelty; but thou since •• • 

Ros» Rights of war? 
In the most cruel and inhuman climei . 
Say, was it e'er a right, that impious rage 
And sacrilegious scorn should violate 
The unburied relics of the dead ? E'en now 
Doth Alboino not before my eyes 
For ever glare at that unnatural banquet, 
(Banquet of death to me!) with pride, and blood, 
And ^rv drunk, at his dire table pla<^d. 
Wantonly gibing ! Do not I behold him, 
Sated with wine and beastly gluttony, 
(Ah, horrid sight ! ) with a malicious coolness 
Quaff his protracted and intemperate draughts 
From my slain father's skull ? Then send to me, 
Mantling with the abhorred beverage. 
The execrable chalice ì In my ears 
Doth not that scornful sanguinary challenge 
Eternally reecho ? ** Drink, Rosmunda ; 
** Drink with thy father/' tauntingly he cried. 
And thou, from such a monster bom, dost stand 
Before my eyes ? If having first slain him, 
I had suborned the vilest miscreants 
First to contaminate, and then murder thee ; 
If having bum'd your bodies, I had then 
Scattered your ashes to the winds of Heaven, 
Yea, even thus, I never had obtained 
A vengeance equal to the wrongs I've sufier'd. 
Go ; Ye% me now no more. 'Twill be to me 
A grateful spectacle to see thee dragged. 
Spite of thyself, to this abhorr'd alliance : 
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Now thou in vain resistest ; thou by force 
Shalt go. Be other hands, rather than mine. 
Polluted with thy blood. But, go meanwhile ; 
I do not wish thee here, now I expect 
My Almachilde conqueror from the camp. 
Go ; and prepare thee by to-morrow's dawn 
For thy departure : 'tis my will : obey. 

SCENE THE SECOND. 

Rosmunda. 

Ros. How much I hate her not e'en I can tell • • • 
There are sufficient reasons for this hatred ; 
But it too nearly doth concern my peace 
The cause most irrefragable and valid 
Not to investigate. A dreadful doubt 
Distracts my heart • • • But perhaps I am deceived ; • . 
Ah ! no ; there is no doubt ; the certainty 
Is no less positive than desperate. 
My consort, with those alienated looks. 
Beholds her not, with which the murderer 
Should contemplate the daughter of the murdered». 
He speaks sometimes without aversion to her ; 
And also speaks without aversion of her. 
Perhaps by her false insinuating arts, 
For I can ne'er impute it to her charms, 
He is entangled ? . . . This suspicion never 
Shall ripen into certainty. Far, far, 
From hence, for ever be Romilda ; far . . . 
At such a thought I feel my burning blood 
Rush through each throbbing vein. Must I, in thee, 
Oh Alboino's execrated child, 
A rival also find? Suspicion, hence . . • 



ACT THE FIRST* 7 

Hither comes Alaiacbilde . . • Let us see 
Whether or not I am deceived. 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

Bosmundaj AhnachUde^ Soldiers. 

Ros. Already the acclamatory shouts» 
The festive baoners waving to the wind» 
And the demeanour of the stately ranks, 
AU^ all proclaim it ; thou art conqueror. 

AL Saved, and secure, and victor, thou dost see 
me; 
But not by my own prowess. Life and power, 
Freedom and conquest, Ildovaldo only 
Confers on me this day. He was my shield ; 
He my magnanimous defender : he. 
In my behoof, such proofs of valour gave 
As far surpass my powers of recompense. 

Ro8» If I conjecture rightly, thy sublime, 
Impetuous valour had impeli d thee thither 
Where most the danger ra^ed. Ah, little then. 
Didst thou recall to mind the agoniesi 
The tears, the apprehensions of Rosmunda. 
Thou know'st how much I fear'd thy too great va- 
lour. 
Yet in the promise which thou mad'st to me 
Before the oattle, not to expose thyself 
Incautiously or vainly, I confided. 
This I besought of thee ; and thou to me 
Didst swear compliance ; ah ! what should I be, 
Tell me^ bereft of thee ? My throne is nothing, 
My life is nothing, if with thee not shared. 

Ah Thee, aqd thy fondness, I recaird to mind. 
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But I was forced, by bravely meeting deathi 
To shew myself Rosmmida's worthy spouse. 
And worthy ^f the crown of Lombardy. 
How could ly in the camp, save with my sword, 
Make an atonement for that fatal blow 
Wrought by my guilty hand ? 

Ros. What ? dost thou dare 
Profess repent^ce that thou hast avenged me? 

AL Ahy yes ! 'Tis not the vengeancci but the 
mode 
By which that vengeance was obtained, that grieves 

me: 
And which 1 shall eternallv regret. 
To cleanse my character from such a stain, 
I was compell'dy e'en to the latest drop, 
With reckless prodigality, to spill 
My tainted blood. I heard myself proclaimed, 
With fulminating vehemence» a trutor, 
Bv Clefi and his heroes : I confess, 
Tnat to the centre of my guilty heart 
The well-deserved, insunerable name 
Resounded. I deny it not, that then, 
Mindless of all except my impeach'd honour. 
Where most the combatants and weapons thicken'd, 
I fling myself: with unimaginable rage 
Desperate, I wheel in circles my brignt sword ; 
And with its trusty blade give ample proof 
That 1 far less deserved the name of traitor 
Than that of hero. Instantly around me. 
Of slain, and of disabled warriors, 
Mountains are piled: when my good charger falls. 
Beneath my weight transfixM ; on earth I spring ; 
But on the ground, dippery with blood, my foot 
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111 planted, slips, so that I fall again. 
Swiftly the hostile trooos conglomerate, 
And wiUi their strength collected rush on me. 
In vain my impotent mid baffled sword 
Gives ill-aim'a proofs of its expiring prowess. 
When swifter than the lightenmg's vollied flash, 
'Mid troops, and spears, and shrieks, and swords^ 

and blows, 
With a few followers, Ildovaldo opens. 
E'en to my side, opens a fearftil track. 
The assailants instantaneously disperse ; 
To right and left they fly ; in complete rout. 
Broken, they slink away. My followers 
Having resumed their couraf^e^ on their heels • 
Press irresistibly ; their gridmg swords 
Obtain an ample harvest; whence, at once. 
The uncertain fortune of the day is changed 
To overthrow, and universal carnage. 

Ros* At length I breathe : at length thou'rt safe : 
Ifea^d. 
No other obstacle to thy success 
T^an that of thy imprudent hardihood. 
Already 'mid the chiefest of this realm 
Was Ildovaldo rank'd ; now will he be 
Second to none but thee. . 

AL And towards him 
So much more fateful I un bound to be, 
E'en in propcMtion, as before the fight 
Some envious miscreants sought to render him 
By me the more su^ected. He it was 
Whose foresight wam'd me not to trust the aid 
Of Alaric, long deferred, and haply faithless. 
More than the assbtance of a thousand others .. 
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His sword avails : he is my chosen champion: 

And he not only has with triumph closed 

The fortunes of the day, but of the war. 

Fame, though with different and discordant tongueSi 

Yet with them all speaks prodigies of him. 

That Clefi now is in his hands a prisoner ; 

Now that he's wounded mortally by him ; 

And there are those who furthermore affirm 

That he is slain already. I refused 

To trace the footsteps of the fugitives : 

I am accustomed only to behold 

The faces of my foes : but then: defeat. 

By Ildovaldo's lofty hardihood 

£re now is consummated. I rely 

On him implicitly ; he^ in one day» 

This menacing array of hostile strength 

Hath utterly abolish'd by bis skill. 

Ros. I grieve that Alaric's retarded arms 
Had not a share in this day's victory. 
Yet hot the less with him will I preserve 
My faith inviolate. In future times 
He may assist us ; and, which is a point 
Of more importance for us to remember» 
Us he can always injure- 'Tis decreed 
Romilda should be his : this I to her 
Already have announced. Wouldst thou believe it. 
She dares deny her hand to Alarle ! 

AL Oh ! can I hope so much ? • . . And can she 
dare 
So much to hope ? 

Ros* Yes. But in vain denies it : 
I have inform'd her that to-morrow's dawn • 
Must witness her departure. Kather would I • 
10 



ACT THS FIRST. Il 

f 

Forfeit my throne than thus betray my faith. 

AL But yet . • . compassion for the unhappy 
daughter. 

Ros, Daughter of whom? compassion, dost thou 
say? 
What do I hear ? Should ^he who is the child 
Of him who slew my sire be aught but wretched ? 

Al, It seems to. me, that b^ severe commands 
We should not sadden this victorious day. 
Romilda is the last remaining issue 
Of the ancient kings of Lombardy : e'en yet 
We on the throne are insecurely seated : 
Each subject here doth cherish in his heart 
The recollection of the martial virtues. 
And of the rapidly increasing power 
Of Alboino, their legitimate lord. 
The Lombards, led by his victorious steps. 
Have ravaged, bound in fetters, or have burn'd 
The whole of Italy, far as the Po 
Doth water her» rar as the Appenine, 
The Alps, and the Adriatic sea extend. 
The slaughter of a king so prosperous 
Entails on us a mighty stress of care, 
Inveterate hatred^ and incessant peril. 
Tired of an arbitrarv king, the people 
Presumed to raise the standard of revolt : 
'Twas easy to repress them : since the veterans 
Preferr'd the undivided sway of one* 
But if the troops should see the daughter wronged 
Of their once great commander, who could then 
To their allegiance trust ? And what are we, 
Tell me, bereft of them ? 

Ros. Tome it happens, « 
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Without a precedent^ and unexpected» 
That thou to-day, in an affair of state, 
Shouldst feel discordantly from what I feel. 
Arms I resign to thee ; but, in my palace^ 
Who shall prevent me from being aosolute 
In arts of peace ? Ah, do thou come to give 
To nature the repose it so much wants ! 
'Gainst open hostile arms thou art to me 
A shield : but each less noble care, unmeet 
For a proud warrior, to me belongs. 

ACT THE SECOND. 

8CBNB THB FIRST' 

Almachilde, Ildovaldo* 

AL Come, Bdovaldo, to my arms ; embrace me ; 
Thou of my glory art the chief support. 
Subdued, I must confess, by thy deserts, 
I have no recompense tliat equius them : 
But yet, if I am able . . • 

iZ. Good, my lord,^ 
Ascribe it not to merit in liiyaelf 
If near the royal standard I have fought 
Against the banners of the faithless Clefi; 
From my first unripe years, my ancestors 
Have in my breast instill'd such principles, 
That still Uie cause, whatever the cause might be, 
Of him who reign'd, seem'd sacred in my eyes. 

AL Thy modest speech gives of a loyal heart 
A pledge most unequivocal: I know it; , 
A man of prowess, ready to do more. 
Esteems what he has done already nothing. 
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But what more now remaios £or thee to do ? 
Thou hast completely routed» or destroyed. 
Those my perfidious foes, whom cowardice 
Imp'd with such rapid aiul fugacious wings. 
Breathless myself I left them in thy hands : 
I knew that thy sword, where it was at work. 
My sword would supersede» 

II. Fortune resolved 
To smile on my endeavours. In thy power, 
Clefi comes manacled before thee ; smitten, 
But with no mortal wound. If at his fail 
Some sparks of valour glimmer'd in the hearts 
Of his adherents, so(m were they extinffuish'd; 
And with their leader all their spirit fefi. 

Ai. My heart, oh Ildovaldo, put to proof. 
Is there, in all the world, a favourite oDject 
To which thy wishes tend i Ah ! «peak ; I dare not 
Offer thee any thing ; but |ret (who can 
Except thyself?) say what were that reward 
Which least woiUd wound tliy virtue. 

II, Prince, I wiU not. 
Since such to theè I am not, in thy presence 
Assume the semblance of a passionate friend. 
The throne, rather than thou, I sought to*day 
To rescue by my arm ; the throne, whose safety^ 
To-day in thy. existence was involved. 
Some one in future perhiqps may fill that throne 
For whom I should account I yielded little. 
In yielding life itself: hence, m its cause 
Was la l^dy combatant. Thou seest 
That to serve thee was not my chiefest thought 
Hence thou art not my debtor; and already 
From the importunate load of gratitude 
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Thou art by me released. 

AL The more I hear. 
The more do I admire Uiee. Yet by thee, 
In this high contest, I will not be conquered. 
Myself thou lovest not, and this to me 
Have others said ; yet hence to trust to thee 
A portion of the fight, nay, e'en the posts 
or greatest confidence, I never doubted. 
I blame thee not ; since thou wert rather urged 
By the attainted honour of the throne, 
Than by my peril, valiantly to fight. 
I know that to a hero like thyself» 
The means by which I sit upon the throne 
Caanot seem worthy : I myself am first 
Those means to execrate : but thou dost know^ 
My generous enemy, what horrible 
And stem necessity to them impelPd me. 
E'en me, another's subject, e'en myself 
Once as thy equal thou didst see : nor then 
(I dare to challenge thee to this) seera'd I 
Unworthy thy esteem. Alas ! my fame 
Is now no longer spotless : learn thou now. 
That I, in heart, far far more infamous. 
E'en than I'm deem'd by others, deem myself*. 
But on the bloody throne in indolence 
I do not sleep ; and hope to clear myself, 
In part, of the intolerable blot, 
(Never, oh never, to be quite e&ced!) 
Th' excruciating epithet of traitor. 

//. I thought assuredly thy heart had beea 
Far more corrupted by the name of king : 
But yet it is not sound. To feel remorse» 
And yet retain . . . 
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AL And wish I to retain ì 
Ah ! long ere now . . • 

//• But yet this throne ; thou know'st . • . 

AL I know that to another it belongs ; 
And that it is not mine • • . 

//. Then... 

AL Listen to me.* 
'Tis in my power to make myself to<lay 
Far less unworthy of the throne I fill. 
Hear me ; and afterwards, if thou canst do it. 
Refuse to countenance my jpurposes ... 
But whither does my blind desire impel me ? 
I have not yet a recompense discovered 
For thy past services, and yet presume 
New ones to seek of thee ? 

//• Ah! yes : speak on* 
Deeming me one that for magnanimous deeds 
Expects no recompense, thou dost alone. 
By this conviction, recompense me amply. 
Speak; wherein can I serve thee ? 

AL Do not hope 
That I shalltell it thee on other terms, 
£xcept thou first, if in the world there be 
Aught wherein I can serve thee, at my hands 
Challenge that benefit. If of the realm 
Thou wishest a great part (by merit all 
Is thine,} or if some less ambitious thought, 
Some gentler impulse, agitate thy heart, 
From me conceal it not : 1 know full well 
All blessings are not centred in a throne : 
I know that there are other things, which gain' J^ 
Would far more constitute my happiness. 
I know that much is wanting to my peace. 
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I know that in my heart an impulse lives 
Which is the master-spring of my exbtence;: 
And more it burns in me, the more it meets 
With obstacles* Ah ! do thou then to me 
Thyself unbosom, that I somewhat may 
Benefit thee, now that thou canst so much» 
Though others rights thou hold inviolate» 
At once my cause assist. 

//. I will speak out» 
Since thou wilt have it so.— -I wish not power; 
Ah no ! ill couldst thou this confer ; and gifts» 
These always are of penitence and blood. 
But since thou hast promised to unfold to me 
Thy inmost thoughts, I will not of my own 
Be niggardly. That which alone I wish 
From thee would notlung take» and to myself 
Were life. 

AL Name it; 'tis thine.. 

IL For a long time 
In love IVe lived. Rosmunda can alone 
Prevent the accomplishment of my desires» 
And thou alone persuade her to relent. 

Ah And she ttiat has inflamed thee ? 

//. Is Romilda • • • 

AL What do I hear ? • • • Lov'st thou Romilda j • • • . 

//.Yes... 
But whence in thee such wonder ? 

AL To myself 
Thy love was utterly unknown. 

IL But why. 
Now that I tell it thee, art diou thus troubled ì 
Why thus dost hesitate ? . • • 

AL I ? . « • pardon me • • . 
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I'm not perturbed. — Romilda I and hast thou 
Tlius for a long time loved her ? 

//• What means this ^ 
Perchance my love displeases thee ? Perchance 
That love doUi not become me ì Though she be 
Of royal origin» I am not vile. 
Rosmunda is the daughter of a king. 
And she disdained not to bestow her hand 
On thee» my equaL 

At. Is there any rank 
For thee too lofty ? • . . But thou know'st • . • Ros- 
munda 
Disposes of Romilda ; . • • and that I . . • 

i/. Canst thou, perchance, gain nothing from 
Rosmunda» 
And yet from thee she can obtain so much ì 
£nough.— I am already satisfied : 
Thou hast already royally rewarded 
AU my much-vaunted merits by • • • a promise. 

AL Ah no !.. • believe it not • • • I will • • • But 
speak... 
Romilda • • . and doth she return thy love ì 

JR. Romilda . • . See, she comes. 

SCENE THE SECOND. 

Almachilde, RomiUa^ Ildowddo* 

Rom* Oh, Heaven ! with whom 
Do I behold him ?^>— Oh, my baffled wishes 1 
Hast thou, at last, entwined thy spurious crown 
With laurel wreaths ? Does treachery to-day 
The palm of.conquest gain ? And be it so. 
But thou, oh warrior, of a noble soul. 
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Ohy Ildovaldo, wherefore dost thou waste 
Thy lofty efPorts in a cause like his ? 
Should so much virtue stoop to make itself 
A shield to so much in&my ? 

AL Towards me, 
Lady, eternally implacable, 
Is there no length of time» then» and no mode 
Of assiduity, that may avail. 
E'en in the least degree, to calm, or sooth, 
Thy just disdain ? How in the camp I sought 
That death, from which himself delivered me, 
Can Ildovaldo tell thee. Ah ! thy pity 
Towards me was ill directed : I should there 
Have died, since her my victory offends. 
But Heaven, who knows the innocence of my heart, 
(Ah, were my hand as pure,) Heaven, perlups, to- 
day 
Gave me not vainly conquest and renown. 
There where I sought for death. 

iZ. Accuse me not, 
Romilda, that I fought. Clefi with arms 
Came not to yonder camp to avenge thy father ; 
Himself the exterminator of the throne 
He haughtily proclaimed ; and for that throne 
I combated. 

Rom. To this oppressed race, 
Clefi, as he professed, once-more designed 
To restore freedom, or himself to reign*. 
And he adopted, to obtain his purpose. 
Means far less infamous than those employed 
By thee his predecessor. In the camp. 
In the broad light of day, he boldly challenged 
Man to meet man with soldier-like defiance; 
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And if the fòtes decree that an usurper 
Should fill my empty patrimonial throne» 
Let it, at leasty belong to the most valiant* 
AL Breathes there the man who dares to call me 
coward ? 
In th.eir invasions of the throne, have others 
More bravery shewn than I in its defence ì 
Dost thou eternally resent ? The error 
That I committed with unwilling mind, 

4 This all well know ) I only can repair ; 
"esy I alone. To yield thee good for ill 
To me will be delightful : with my blood 
I have meanwhile the empty throne defended ; 
Thine is that throne, I know ; I swear to thee. 
Thy rights I ne'er forget. Long, long ere now. 
Had I obtained my wish, thou had'st possest it. 
But now Rosmunda fills it, and it is • • • 

Rom, Polluted throne, thou meed of treachery, 
Without regret to others I resi^ thee ; 
Be by Rosmunda M*d : she, with thyself. 
Of such a heritage is well deserving. 
But if thy penitence be not dissembled^; 
If to magnanimous words the practices* 
Of a degraded soul could e'er accord; 
Obtain for me» I pray thee, not the throne 
Of my unnatural mother, but obtain 
For me alone the empirà o'er myself. 
I ask a free life ; or I ask for death. 
As if already in my murder'd father 
She had not fully satisfied her rage, 
The impious Rosmunda, to inflict 
Torments more exquisite, protracts my life^ 
Aftd sends me as a spouse to Alane* 
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//. What do I hear ? 

AL Listen, oh Ildovaldo I 
Thou now canst judge thyself, if without eaufie 
I answered thee-with doubts • . • 

//• Of barbarous A]aric^ 

i4/* Ah! no... 

R(m> To A!aric hath she betroth'd me ; 
And of assistance never sent am I 
The recompense : and she, who of my throne. 
And of my father, robb'd me, hath to this 
Plighted her faith : and ( who would e'er believe it ? } 
Rosmunda will, on no condition, now 
Betray her promise. By to-morrow's dawn, 
I to these nuptial rites am doom'd to go : 
But that to-morrow's dawn is not yet come. 
Ah ! if than she thou canst be less atrocious ; 
If 'tis indeed my fate, that I to-day 
Must be a suitor to my father's murderer; 
Ah ! tiy at least to wean her from this purpose • . • 

AL Shall I try this ? to thee I freely swear 
That thou shalt never go. 

//. And, by this sword, 
I swear the same. Rosmunda,' thou shalt hear me. 

Rom. Behold ; she comes in rage. 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

Rosmunda^ Almachildef'ìtomilda, Ildovaldo. 

Ro8. Dost thou thus here 
Loiter with her ? thou, also, dost thou lend 
An ear to her seditious words ? This is 
A day of jojr ; what boots it then, my champions. 
To tarry ^id the everlasting groans 
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Of thiiT devoted daughter of misfortune ? 

Sigh'st thou, poor girl ? and wherefore dost thou 

Ragausd, with a royal retinue» 

Prepared to obey my orders, waits already 

There to conduct thee» where auspicious nuptials» 

And where another more illustrious throne, 

Court thy acceptance. ^-^ 

AL Butof Alaric?... 

Ros. What, does not such a king deserve her hand ? 

AL So cruel • . . 

Ros, Cruel e'en as Alboino ? 
She from a blood doth spring, in whom the sight 
Of cruelty^ whatever shape it wear. 
Can ne'er excite surprise. 

IL Such marriage rites • • • 

AL To all disastrous. • . 

Ros* Dost thou disapprove then^i ? 

AL She her consent refuses. 

Ros. And dost thou * 

Refuse it ? I consent. 

Ronu Does it annoy thee 
That he is less inflexijble thap thou? 

Ros, And dost thou think that he for thee feels pity? 
Pity for thee ? What darest thou to say ? 
For thee he feels no pity : woefully 
Thou art deceived . . . 

AL As &r as human breast 
Can, in its fullest force, I feel it all ; 
And I avow it; and, if thou compel me, 
I also will display it. Who can see. 
Nor feel compassion for her, who can do it, 
Such insults heap'd upon a royal virgin? . • • 
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Ros. All men may pity her, save Almachilde. 

//. If yet thou bear'st in mind the plenteous laurels 
Which, for thyself, my sword has reap'd to-day. 
My councils thou wilt hear. Much l<ffis to thee» 
If thou dost wrong Romilda, may accrue. 

AL Yes, fatal loss. 

J7. Thou wilt, if wise, abstain. 

Ros* Wise is Romilda ; and she will obey me. 
Keep thou for others thy advice. Dost thou 
Already magnify thy services ? 
What hast thou done ? thy duty. Thou, my husband» 
Dissentest thou from me ? and dar'st thou say it ì 
And must I lofty arguments of state 
Discuss with thee before these witnesses ì 
Let us depart ; ah come : for a short time 
Leave her to penitence and wiser thoughts : 
Her fears will give her, when she is alone. 
Suggestions more judicious* Leave her nowi-^- 
Romilda, heard'st thou ? Or by dawn of day 
Go willingly from hence, and thou shalt have 
An honourable escort by thy side. 
Led by Ragauso ; or refuse to go. 
And he shul be enjoined to drag the^ hence. 

SCENE THE FOURTH. 

IldovaUOf Romilda* 

IL Drag her?. «.what do I hear! Ah, kill me 
first ... 
Oh Heaven ! Romilda . . . must I lose thee then ? . • • 

Rom. Ah 1 since the moment that my father died» 
And I beheld myself within the power 
Of such a step-dame> in my breast I cherish 
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No other hope» except the one of death. 

n. But, while I breathe • • • 

Rom. Believe me, there remains 
Nought else for me. I am prepared to die. 
More than perhaps thou thinkest : in my heart 
I wished to see thee yet once more, and give thee 
The last farewell of love • • • 

//. Ah, hold thy peace ! 
Loving thou'rt loved, and speak'st to me of death 
While I breathe vital air, and wield this sword ì 
My soul, indeed, with sorrow is oppressed. 
Yet I de^air not. 

Rom, Say, from what quarter then 
Can I expect relief? 

lU From hands like these, 
And cannot I avail to rescue thee ? 

Ronu Yes, thou may'st do it ; but what will ensue ? 
They have a throne ; and, in abundance, hence 
The instruments of persecution : fierce. 
Yet at once subtle, is Rosmunda's wraUi. 
Can that be baffled ? • . . And should I once more 
Fall in her power ? . . • Now flatter not thyself: 
My faith I cannot keep, except by death. 
Inviolate to thee : thy sword, thy valour, 
Thy life, do thou preserve, blows to inflict. 
By which my father's shade may be appeased, 
And my shade also. Live ; I leave to thee 
T* avenge a father and a king betray'd. 
And thy most faithful mistress. 

//. What do I hear? 
Oh, Heaven ! my heart thou rendest* Ah !.. if thou 
Shouldst ever leave me • • . certainly for vengeance, 
And nothing else, I live. But yef I hope 
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That thou wSt see fulfilled, with thy own eyes. 

The vengeance of my king and of thy father. 

'Tis true, that kingly power 1 do not boast : 

But much the terror of my name can do» 

I in the bosoms of the vahant reign ; 

The abject I despise. Beneath uie banners 

Of Alboino I have fought already. 

I, in the camp, have many partizans 

In arms accoutred ; in the ranks of war 

Oft have the Lombards witnessed, my exploits. 

Each living man the venerated name 

Of Alboino with a sigh pronounces ; 

And thou'rt that Alboino's only child. 

And» as respects the multitude, if all 

That I now say were not ; speak, if thou canst. 

Whether, 'mid. those who shew thee violence» 

One man can be adduced, who, in his heart. 

So as to bear comparison with me, 

Burns with an elevated flame like mine. 

Rosmunda, much as step-dame can, indeed. 

Hates tliee ; but I love more than she abhors, 

I, who at thy least nod would rush to death. 

To give it or receive it. 

Rom. Oh sublime. 
Incomparable lover ! • • . Yet though great. 
Thy fondness hath no strensth to countervail 
Her frantic and inexorable hate. 

lU Think not preposterous hope doth make me 
blind : 
I am sustained by valid arguments. 
Add too, that Almachilde, as thou heardest, 
Dares to oppose the execrable rite. 

Rom. From him what canst thou hope ì 
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^* //. Were I constraint 



;r. 



To stoop for thy deliverance to deceit, 

I on his aid should ground no trifling hope. 

I see already that his guilty consort 

Is become irksome to him. To remorse 

He yet appears to me accessible ; 

The fear of her alone, in which he lives» 

Renders him timid and irresolute. 

That which he feebly counteracts in words» 

I can induce him more efiectively 

To counteract in deeds. I do not doubt 

My skill to fortify his half-resolves 

With my entire resolves* 

Rom* Thou little knowest 
Rosmunda. Dost thou dream that force can be 
A hindrance to her will ? Prayers I addressed 
To Almachilde» (and I now repent it») 
That he would intercede for me. Vain hope ! 
Shall that man» who to a flagitious wife 
Has sold his reputation and himself» 
That man who owes whatever he possesses^ 
Nor to another owes it. to his blind» 
No less than infamous subserviency» 
Shall he» I say» assist» against the fdfe 
Who holds him thus in thrall» her hated rival Ì 

II, £re it be night» let prayers» or menacesf» 
Or blows take place» let fate determine which, 
So that 1 lose thee not : still of this day 
Enough remains my purpose to mature. 
Quicldy shall 1 discover if in others 
Or in myself alone I must confide. 
Hither shall I return to thee ere loùg : 
If then our only remedy ia death» 

VOL. II. B 
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Death is decreed. Then, then will I receive 

The last farewell which thou would'st yield me now; 

But thou no sooner shalt to me have given it. 

Than» drunk with love, and anger, and revenge, 

I swear to open with my own right hand 

A horrid path of blood . • . At least the death 

Of many victims shall precede my own« 

But can it be that others can exuJt 

In our extinction ? No one do I see 

Betwixt the throne and thee, except Rosmunda. 

Rom. And Almachilde ? • . • 

//. Almachilde, sayst thou ? 
To-day this sword of mine his life preserved : 
And should he be ungrateful, this my sword 
May also give his death wound. Time and chance 
Shall shape my independent purposes. 
Meanwhile, a swift return, eternal faith, 
A lofty vengeance for thy murdered father, 
I swear to thee. 

Rom. I would not rob thy hearl 
Of all its hope; but in myself one hope 
Alone still lingers, once more to behold thee ; 
And on that hope I live. That I should now, 
If thine I am not, drag on life, in vain 
Wouldst thou desire. And that I should be thine 
What expectation can I now retain ?. • , ; 
But in returning here to me be not 
Tardy, I do conjure of thee. 

He 1 tremble 
When I behold how desolate thou art. 
No not to live^ I ask of thee alone 
Delay, till death be indispensable : 
This swear to me. 
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Rom. I swear it. 

It. I believe thee. 
To give my last instructions I fly hence; 
And here I speedily return to thee, 

ACT THE THIRD. 

SCSNB THE FIRST. 

AlmachUdey Romildam 

Al* . • • Ah pardon me, if perhap inopportunely 
I dared to ask of thee in this thy tnreshold 
A transient audience ; but to prove to thee 
How thoroughly my heart doth disavow 
The cruelty of thy malignant step-mother, 
Is of deep import to my bosom's peace. 

Rom. And shall I trust thee? Ah! if this were 
true! .. 
But what, am I so wretched that I ought 
To owe the smallest solace to thy bounty ? • • 
Oh my hard fate ! I am, alas ! too wretched .^-« 
From these abominable marriage rites 
Ah do thou respite me ; and I perchance 
To thee shall owe my neace. 

AL Far more than tnis,^ 
Far more, I'm ready to perform for thee • • • 
The prey of Alaric thou, by whom we've seen 
Two wives already slain ; one by the sword. 
The next by poison ? Thou, oh Heaven, design'd 
Of every virtue, each accomplishment 
To be the recompense ; and who couldst make 
Every man happy only by thy presence !— 
—Ah, no ; this, while I breathe, shall never be ! 
E'en if thou wished'st it, I would prevent it c 
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Infer from thence, if I will suffer it, 

When unexampled violence is doom'd 

To drag thee tnere* First arguments and prayers» 

Then shall Rosmunda witness menaces, 

And lastly deeds. And if I cannot win her, 

She shall be wrested from the monstrous project. 

There lives not one more ardent in the cause 

Of thy defence than I : or thou shalt spend 

Thy days within these walls, or I will lose 

My kingdom with my life. 

Rom. And wherefore thus 
Generous art thou towards me ì 

Al, I never felt 
Torment more exquisite from any cause 
Than from thy hate. 

Rom. But can I ever cease 
To hate thee ì In indignant menaces 
My unavenged fiither ... 

AL What sayst thou ? 
I kill'd him not : Rosmunda murder'd him . • . 

Rom. All are convinced that, by her menaces^ 
Thou to the horrid treachery wert compelPd : 
But yet the alternative 'twixt thy own death» 
Or of inflicting death upon thy king. 
She gave to thee. 'Tis true, that thou already, 
Ignorant thyself of the dire stratagem, 
Hadst stain'd thy monarch's bed ; but with thy blood» 
And with the blood of thy immodest mistress, 
Thou wert required to wash out such a stain; 
That was the sole atonement for thy crime : 
But thou dar'dst make atonement with a crime 
Of a fiir deeper dye. That death which thou 
Gravest another, to thyself was due : 
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Yet thou still sleepest in the injured bed ; 

A subject thou, the consort of thy king» 

And the usurped and blood-besprinkled throne 

Thou keenest still ; and, doing this, dar'st thou 

Boast of thv noble heart ? speak of kind deeds ? 

And dost thou hope that I should trust to thee ? 

And dar'st thou hope that I should hate thee less ?— - 

Portentous» melancholy as they are> 

Let me no more from the everlasting night 

Of silence such remembrances recall : 

I may suppress them when I hear thee not— 

Bescue me now from this extreme distress, 

And perhafNS thou mayst appear to me my saviour. 

But» if I think of thee» what art thou else . 

To me except the murderer of my fother? 

AL Must then my tears» my penitence» remorse» 
Avail me nothing ? 

Rom. To this subject now 
Wherefore direct thy thoughts ? Can I hurt thee ? 
What signifies to thee my enmity ? 
The powerless daughter of a murder'd king» 
What profits it to flatter her ? 

AL To fail 
Is human; but contrition for a fault 
Distinguishes the virtuous from the wicked. 
Thou canst not know the anguish of my heart ; 
Ah» if thou knew'st it ! — From the day I weep» 
That I became the inhabitant of these 
Lugubrious walls» where always I behold thee 
Immersed in tears ; yet thou at once art seen 
Mild in thy anger» modest in thy grief» 
In suffering magnanioious • . . What heart 
Is there so hard that doth not feel for thee 
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Emotions of compassion? 

Rom, Thy compassion ! 
'Tis too humiliating for me to bear h . . • 
Yet ah, my destiny « • • I am not able 
Entirely to despise it. 

AL Ere that aaght 
Which I can do challenge thy gratitude. 
Say, is it that he is accounted cruel) 
The only cause of thy antipathy 
To Alane? 

Rom. And Alboino's daughter, 
Doth she not, in accepting thy assistanoci 
Betray hersdfsuffierently? Wilt thou 
Also that she participate with thee 
The secrets of her heart ? 

AL There then exists 
With thee a motive for reserve towards me ? 
Perhaps thus the means of an effectual aid . . • 

Rom» And if there were another ? • • • But thou 
art . . . 
What saidst thou ? — Hitherto I here have lived, 
And here 'twould sooth me by my father's side 
To share his tomb : art thou not satisfied ? 
All my thoughts now are centred in die grave ; 
But death to me would be more welcome here : 
Hence this I ask from you, to you a light, 
But \o myself a most important gift. 

AL Death ! Ah, Romilda! I to thee repeat it, 
Here shalt thou have a cheerful dwelling place ; 
And more I say to thee, I hope to see thee 
Here reinstated in thy usurped rights. 
I can, if not thy sire, thy throne restore ; 
I ought to do it, and I will ; and I 
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Will make thee, by no doubtful proofs, behold 
The bias of my heart • . . how deeply there • • • 
Nay how indelibly ... I bear impress^ . • . 
Thy image • . • 

nom. What is this I hear ? Alas ! 
What looks ! . . • What meanest thou to say to me ? 

Ah ... That which I cannot now conceal from 
thee ... 
That whidi thou mayest on my trembline face 
Now read engraved ... I burn, and long Pve burned 
With love ... for thee. 

Rom, What dar'st thou to confess Ì 
Oh cruel destiny ! hast thou reaerred me 
For such an outrage ? 

Al. if thou dost esteem 
My love an outrage, I have ample means 
Myself to punish ... 

Rom. Ah, thou wretch I dared'st thou , 

Colour with virtue thy atrocious passion ì 

AL Alas ! . • • Oh hear me . . • criminal desires • • . 
But criminal effects thou ne'er shalt see • • 
For thee I will do all ; but from thyself 
I demand nothing. 

Rom, Peace. Shall thou, defiled 
Still with my father's blood, name love to me ? 
Thou love to me ! — thou art Rosmunda's spouse, 
And of no other worthy. 

AL Ah! v^aitname 
Of execration do. I not deserve ! . . • 
Yet that I love thee is my destiny, 
Inevitable destiny ; and never, 
Never will I this prostrate posture quit, 
Jffirst... 
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Ram. Arise, be Bilent, and depart • • • 
But here conies one who quiddy will extinguish 
A flame like this . . • 

AL Who is it I behold ? 

SCENE THE SECOND. 

Rosmunda, AlmachUde^ Romilda. 

Rosmunda. Me thou dost see, perfidious traitor ! 
me.-^ 
Ye are well matched in turpitude : to learn 
The certainty of your disloyalty 
Stabs me the deepest : but I will not bear 
Its penalty alone. Your guilty plots 
I come to disappoint. — Miscreant, dost thou 
Render me such a recompense ?^-And thou. 
With thy feign'd virtue . . . 

Rom, Keep them all for him, 
Tho«e names appropriate to himself alone: 
He is the sole delinquent ; he the traitor, 
He the dissembling liar ; he maintains 
With thee such faith as thou deservest ; such 
As should the guilty with the guilty keep. 
I the delinquent am not ; he suborned me. 
With base contrivances, to hear his words • • • 

At^ I will myself, since thou hast learn'd a part. 
Divulge the whole to thee. I love, adore 
Romilda ; nor is thia a flame at which 
I need to blush. Seek in thyself, and thou 
The conscious reason speedily^ wilt find. 
Whence thou hast not my love, as thou pretendest. 
I, not for crimes designM, could 1 e'er love 
Her who seduced me to them ì Space immense 



^ 
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Betwixt Rosmunda and Romilda lies ; 

Thou feePflt that it is so. I love Romildai 

And traitresses abhor. In what perdition 

Thy fierce and haughty vengeance can overwhelm 

me, 
I know already; yes, thou art to me 
But too completely known ! Ah, could I thus. 
As I have slain her father, could I die ! 
Could I appease Romilda's just disdain 
Expiring ! Ah, that I had never been 
To thee a husband! That I were not now 
A traitor and a regicide ! and Uien 
Romilda had not bad her heart %o closed 
Against my love. 

Rom. II I should hate thee still» 
Not the assassin of my sire, not girt 
With his ill«gotten crown, and not espoused 
To a fierce step-mother* Far greater merit, 
Far greater than thy own, far nobler heart, 
Do I require to make me hear of love. 
E'en as my murder'd father renders thee 
To me abominate, so much and more, 
Thy wife betrayed, though such a wife she be, 
Makes thee in my esteem contemptible. 
Renowned by her means, your united guilt. 
That blood which thou ha«t spill^^i should have Join** 

ed thee 
To her in everlasting fellowship. 
I cannot, even in my own behalf, 
Treason endure ; how much less then ^n I 
Endure a traitor 1 In my breast I bear 
Another fiame more noble, whence my fbce 
Is not discoloured with tbe bluab of shame. 
»2 
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I am prepared to die, but not prepared, 
No, never, never to resign my love* 

Al Thou lovest ? 

Rom, Ildovaldo. 

Al. This indeed, 
Tliis is indeed the blow that quite unmans me. 

Ros. Speakst thou the truth, or dost thou still de- 
ceive me ? 
Dost thou love Ildovaldo ? 

Rom. I adore him 
With such i^ection as not e'en in thought 
Ye can conceive, much less then feel in heart : 
We are not for participated crimes 
Scourged with remorseful visitings ; our souls 
Unspotted, Hwixt each other have no strife 
Save that of which shall love the other best. 
To him those mournful days, those days in which 
I have perchance unluckily survived 
My murder'd aire, to him I consecrate : 
To me his life, his lofty fame, his sword. 
His sword invincible, he consecrates* 
But should our life be cheated of its objects ; 
Should we of all deliverance, all revenge 
Be disappointed, yet e'en then were we 
Eternally less desolate than you. 
Death were our refuge then, and unsubdued 
Shall we obtain it ; for to abject minds 
The noble never yield : exultingly 
Shall we embrace him since betwixt us shared. 
From penitence and from reproaches free, 
From terror and remorse ; and finally 
We shall obtain a death a thousand times 
More sweet than your appalled, degraded lives. 
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Ros. Enough ; depart. Thou soon shalt know thy 
fate* 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

Rosmunda^ Almachilde. 

Ros. Perfidious, infamous^ disloyal, perjured!-*-* 
At last without constraint, i may pour out 
On thee my curses. Dost thou love another ? . . . 
But heaven hath well ordain'd ; and such return 
Awaits thy passion as that passion merits. 
Oh joy ineffable ! For who could bear, 
Who, save myself, the love of siich a miscreant ? 
Almost Romilda hath my fondness won 
Since I have heard her speak io thee. Oh why. 
As much as she does, cannot I detest thee ì 
To me dost thou return such recompense, 
To whom thou ow'at so much ?— To me, oh vile ! 
Who even from the throne to thee have stooped ? 
Now answer me . . . but what canst thou adduce 
That may extenuate thy turpitude ? 

Al. Extenuate ! Delinquents always seek, 
And seldom find, a plausible excuse. 
But to love virtue such as never heaven 
Lodged in a lady's bosom, I account 
A glory, and no crime. 

Ros Dost thou then add 
Insult to perfidy ? 

AL Thou dost esteem 
All homage that to virtue is awarded 
An insult to thyself; I know it well ; 
But what of that ì Where I discover worth, 
Should I, on this account, admire it less ? 
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Romilda hates me; this I Ve heard too clearly; 
And with a fresh wound hath she pic^rced my heart. 
Hence in myself a sorrow do I feel 
Surpassing every so^rrpw. To the winds 
I know my sighs are scattered ; all my hopes 
Are baffled and betrayed: yet not for this 
Can I e'er cease to love her l^-Tt^ov^ canst not 
Reproach my want pf faith, who knowest well 
Where» how, and wherefore 1 on thee bestow'd it* 
Thou, who know'st well that thou didst theire con- 
strain me 
Death to receive or give ; that thou didst ami 
My wavering right-hand with the murderous sword : 
Dost recollect ? and there, 'mid tears and treasoi!» 
Darkness and blood, didst thou, exacting love, 
Swear love to me ; but say, does love permit 
Her oaths, to be exchanged where foul revenge 
Her altars has erected ? That I there 
Was criminal I cannot contradict 
But.couldst thou, lady, e'er esteem the fòith 
Required, and given, at such a horrible time, 
The genuine o&pripg of a lasting Ipve ì 

Ros, Yes ; I deceived myself: 1 should have knawn 
That never is the bosom pf a traitor 
With one perfidious action satisfied* 
'Twould have been wiser to have availed myself 
For my revenge, of thy imperfect courage» 
And afterwards, by immolating him 
That slew his circumvented king, have sought 
To appease that murdered king's vindictive idiade* 
This was the recompense befitting thee ; 
Not my right-hand ; not my imperial bed ; 
Not a participation of my ^rone { 
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Not of my hearty 

AU Illustrious penitence ! 
Thou art indeed Rosmunda* — Why not now 
That which thou didst not perfectly perform, 
Accomplish utterly ì Send forth thy spies ; 
Another Almacl^ilae 63^ upon 
(There will not such be wanting ;) let him quickly 
Make me the counterpart of thy first lord : 
And in the blood of me^ thy second spouse. 
Tell him to cleanse thy matrimonial sword, 
Still reeking with my predecessor's gore- 
Not for betraying thee, that were no crime. 
For having^served thee, a &r greater fault, 
I merit, and expect such recompense. 
But while the heavens still keep it dubious 
Which of us two shall first the other punish, 
I, by the shade of murdered Alboino, 
Swear, that Romilda of thy violence 
Shall not be victim. Meanwhile let us try, 
Myself, and lldovaldo, which of h^r 
pan prove ourselves most worthy ; which most bunui 
With ardent fondness ; which in enterprise 
Is most intrf»pi4 ; to obtain her, which, 
To danger i|nd to de^th, iDost dauntlessly. 
Yf ill bid defiance, 

SCENE TJIE roURTOf 

Hosmunda* 

Ros. What canst thqu accomplish ?— . 
Who ever saw such mad temerity ? — 
But yet what can he not efiect, since I 
Have dared myself ail military pow^if 
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In him to lodge ? • . . To thee am I then known. 

E'en as I am ? No, no, thou know*8t me not, 

Not half my power thou know'st-^And I have loved 

thee ? • . . 
That love is at an end, and thou shall see it. — 
Rage, hatred, jealousy, and frantic passion. 
And haughty contumely, my bosom quit; 
Ye mixed and contradictory desires 
Evacuate my heart : and thou, revenge, 
Heturn, return, and make me whoHy thine ; 
Fill me with all thy influence ; if I 
Have evermore accounted thee my firs) 
And only deity!— But do I spend 
My time and rage in inefficient words ? 
Rather should I anticipate his schemes, 
And frustrate all his impious machinations . • « 
Whom do I see ? 

SCENE THE FIFTH. 

Rosmundttf Ildovaldo. - 

Ros. Here have the heavens themselves 
Sent thee to me ; come, Ildovaldo, come. 
The avenger of my wrongs ; the minister 
Of thy eternal joy, and my revenge, 
I hope, at once, to make thee. By Romilda, 
Loving, thou'rt loved ; I know the whole, nor blame 

it; 
But transport inexpressible from thence 
Rather. derive. But thou dost not yét know 
That the perfidious Almachilde, he 
For whom thou hast such difficulties braved, 
For whom, to*day, confronted death and dangers, 
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That very Almachilde, to thyself 
Ungrateful» and to me perfimous» 
Himself Romilda loves. 

//• Ah» miscreant ! 
He by my hand shall die^ 

Ros. Nor doth he love her 
With lukewarm passion ; no ; for he betraya 
For her each sacred duty ; stands prepared 
For violence the most extravagant : 
He boasts of this excess» and I believe him. 
'Tib true Romilda hates him fervently ; 
'Tis true that she, this instant» swore to him 
Eternal hate ; and» in my presence» swore» 
At the same time» to thee eternal love ; 
For thy sake» she profess'd that death seemed easy • • « 
But Almachilde» though he heard her words, 
Was not discouraged. Rather he derives - — 

From every obstacle a fresh incentive — 
Who will resstrain him if thou dost not do it ? 
I hope to find in thy persisting ardour 
A prevalent hindrance to his base desires : 
This to thyself thou owest ; and to this 
Do my commands excite thee.--**! desist 
From every other project for Romilda ; 
She is no longer Alaric's» but. thine ; 
I will that she be thine. My ancient hate 
Yields to this more engrossing enmity ; 
May she with thee be happy ; take her thou ; 
And from my eyes eternally remove her. 

//. Is then Romilda mine ì Exquisite joy ! 
Whence could I not with this arm rescue her ? • • ^ 
Is she then mine ? — But who meanwhile fulfils 
My unaccomplished vengeance ì 
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Roi. GrOy collect 
Thy &ithf\il partiaans ; arm them forthwith ] 
Menace, deceive, use force : at all events 
Rescue thy lady from the miscreant's hands ; 
But leave to my discretion final vengeance. 
First let the guilty traitor see his prey 
Snatched from his grasp ; first in his rival's arms 
Let him behold her placed ; and at the sight 
. Let him despair, and impotently chafe • • • 

II, What Ì Is Romilda in his arms already ? 

Ros. He is forestalled j yet is he not less bold, 
Nor less a lover than thyself. ,. 

/i He is 
In all things my inferior* 

Jios. Thou shouldst then 
Prevent him, and delude him. To thy choiofi 
I leave all projects ; I would not expose 
Thy passion to a dubious issue. 

//. Fraud 
Is irksome to me ; fbr in fraud alone 
Could Almachilde conquer me. Meanwhile 
Watch thou o'er him ; I to the camp repaÌF| 
There arm my forces, and, ere it be long, 
Return here to Romilda.' 

Ros. Quick; dispatch; 
Reflect on all things, and for all provide ; 
And be alike in mind and body arm'd : 
Thou^rt a true lover. Go, fly hence, return^ 

SCENE THB S1XTU. 

Rosmunda* 
Ros, Meanwhile my n^easures I will here adopt.-» 
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Bat shaU I make her happy in her lore 

Whom I abhor ? Happy f.-».Thou art not yet so : 

And I yet live. 

ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCKNE THB VI|tST. 

Romilda^ lUomldo» 

Rom, I've seen Rosmunda. Can I now believe ? . • • 

IL AH is at length disposed : thou'rt safe already. 
Provided that thou wilt at M of night 
To me repair. Scarce from the fatel walls 
Shall we have parted, ere we shall discover 
A guard of chosen champions : afterwards 
All obstacles will vanbh with our progress* 

Rom, Oh thou» my true defender ! Who indeed 
Could have imagined this ? Where I expected 
Death, as the least of ills, shall I receive 
Life and enjoyment from the same Rosmunda? 
Say, should my bosom welcome such a hope Ì 
We, who were erewhile in the depths of woe» 
Are, in a space incalculably swift, 
Raised to tne pinnacle of happiness ? 
I join'd to thee ? I free ì exempt from danger ? . • • 
Can this be true ? 

//• That I should rescue thee 
I was convinced, but in a different manner : 
Yet this involves less danger to ourselves. 
In this Rosmunda doth befriend herself, 
E'en more than us ; she is compelled to do it* 
It greves me, for the present, to be forced 
To drag thee from thy kingdom ; but, in safety 
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Provided that I see thee, hopes I cherish 
To reconduct thee in another fashion 
One day to thy hereditary realm. 

Rom. Where'er with thee I am my kingdom lies» 
Hence I've such transports that all seems unreal . . . 
But yet such ecstacy scarce counteracts 
The new forebodings that assault my heart. 
The traitor Almachilde is my lover ; 
I have not merited his impious love ; 
All unexpected to my innocent ears 
It came ; but yet I heard it ; nor in him • • • 

//• I should have understood that miscreant bet- 
ter: 
But for my gifts I swear I will exact 
A recompense ; the victory, the realm, 
His life that I defended with my blood, 
He shall repay to me. But, for the present, 
I ought to shun him, and I will, while thou 
Art not in safety* 

Ronu Ah ! thou canst not know 
What agonizing wounds my heart sustained 
In hearing his base words ! How ail at once 
I seem'd less worthy in my own esteem. 
Since I had pleased a nature so ignoble ! 
Oh how I hate him i— *But Rosmunda is 
The origin of all my wretchedness ; 
She has oppressM and laden me with insults. 
And evermore degraded me. I feel 
An inauspidous presage in my heart 
That she will never, never prove to me 
The instrument of safety ; I know well 
The infinite abhorrence, which, in her. 
By her ferocity, her deadly crimes, 
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And rankling jealousy, is now redoubled. 
But ally whatever they be, all the efifeets 
Of her wild passions, as a lesser ill 
I rather chuse to bear, than the base love 
And insolent addresses of her minion. 

//. His foolish hardihood shall cost him dear : 
Appease thyself ; it was no crime of thine 
That thou didst hear him. 

jRom. I, but for one moment, 
Should ne'er have seem'd accessible to him ; 
Behold my fault ; should never have endured 
That he for my misfortunes dared to seem. 
Impressed with pity ; never should have made him 
The witness of my tears ; a joy by me 
To proud Rosmunda evermore denied* 
Often my eyes with tear*^ drops ill suppressed, 
My heart with sorrow filled, the miscreant saw ; 
Hence rose his boldness ; • • . hence my guilt arose; 
And a disgrace I ever must deplore. • • • 

//. To make thee e'en exult in this, leave me ; 
And him in tears of blood to weep his crime. 
To him who never blamed thee yet, Romilda, 
One look of thine, in which thy innocent soul» 
And thy most pure and ardent heart, shine forth, 
More than exculpates tfaee«— -Let this suffice* 
Be thou here reaay at the approach of night 
To follow me ; of nothing else take thought* 
Meanwhile the sight of Almachilde shun ; 
Thus his suspicions wilt thou beat defeat. 
Rosmunda equally do thou avoid. 
For she, perchance • * • 

Rom* I understand thee well ; 
Lest in her bosom for a pitying deed 
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Remorse arìse. 

IL Farewell. A longer stay 
Our projects may defeat. 

jRom. Dost thou then leave me i 

Ik £re long, and never more shall we be severed. 

SCENE THE SBCOND. 

Almachildef Romilda, Udomldo, SoldierSé 

AL Oh stop! 

Rom. Oh Heaven ! 

//• Who brings thee here before mti 

Rom. Circled by soldiers ! • . . 

AL Whither dost thou fljT ? 
Oh stop. Much have I to impart to thee. 
I do not come, although I have the power. 
By violence to restrain thee. In the camp 
Tnou hast, by stealth, arm'd thy most faithful fol- 
lowers : 
Tell me the cause ? Perchance, on the same da^f 
Thou wouldst defend thy monarch and betray him* 

IL That I defended thee no more recall ; 
This is the only stigma on my honour ; 
Do not remember it : if no one else 
Can wash it out, assuredly canst thou 
By such a recompense as thou hast given. 

Rom. Traitor, dar'st thou, where I am, come in 
arms. 
And feign conciliatory purposes ì 

AL No, no, I do not feign. Since I have tried 
With words in vain, 'tis needful now with deeds 
That I should prove to thee my love. 

//• Thou wretch . , • 
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Aofft. And dàr*8t thou yet ? • . • 

AL If *tis your willj ye hear 
From me no more the language of a king i 
But if ye do refuse, ye shall be forced 
To hear my words* The time is now gone by 
For me to moderate my fatal love : 
In vain I willM it, and in vain ye hope it« 
I scorn to have recourse» for thy possession» 
To circumventive stratagems ; yet never. 
That others by such means should win thy charms 
Will I endure. Thou mean'st to drag her hence ; 
This seems to me unworthy of thy valour ; 
Pursue a wiser plan ; I am prepared, 
I swear to thee, beneath my kingly power - 
To seek no refuge. 

IL Ifthou dost not make 
Thy ill-gain'd power a refuge from my rage, 
Say, as a refuge from what danger then ? 
What lying pomp of noble sentiments 
Dar'st thou assume, while here on every side 
Begirt with armed satellites f 

AL 'Tis true 
I keep these at my side, lest thou shouldst not 
Consent at present to appear mv equal. 
These are a monarch's train ; tnis likewise is 
A warrior's sword ; the sword alone I keep ; 
These, ifthou fear'st not, at one nod of nune 
Shall disi^pear. Bestir thyself: to thee 
Ighre the challenge : let Romilda be 
The guerdon of the most successful valour. 

//. Do thou then die beneath this hand of mine ! •• 

jRom. Your swords ! ... oh heavens ! . • • why are 
ye thus outrageous} 
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Cease, Ildovaldo ; does be merit, tliink'st thou. 
That thou shouldst join with him in single combat ? 

//. Thou speakest truth. To what indignity. 
Heated with rage, would I demean myself! 

R(m* Canst thou endure the look of Udovaldo, 
Much less the opposition of his sword ? 
And if untowara fate to thee should yield 
The palm of victory, dost thou fondly think 
That I should e'er be thine ì Dost ttiou not know 
That I love Ildovaldo more than life. 
And that I hate thee more than I love him ? 

//. Should he, then, most a veteran in arms, 
Or most a veteran in treachery, gain her ? 

AU What ? While I make myself thy equal ; while 
I hold myself in readiness to fight 
For that which I could wrest from thee, tbqu dar'st 
To a magnanimous challenge make reply 
With taunting words ì — ^Thou wilt not be my equal Ì 
Then thou art not so : then to-day, I ought, 
As fitting from the greater to the less, 
Thy insolence to punish. First by right. 
And afterwards by every other means. 
If thou compel me to them, have I fix'd 
To gain my purpose. On no terms will I 
Romilda yield to thee. I loved her first: 
The outrage which my right-hand did to her, 
My right-hand only can repair once more : 
I can avenge her : to her ancient rights, 
To all her lost possessions, can restore her ; 
I can do this ; and this thou canst not do> 
Nor any one but me. 

Rom. It is most true ; 
Thou canst add perfidy to perfidy, 
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And thou alone cangt do it. Traitor, go: 

Wert thou ungrateful only to thy wife. 

More than enough e'en that would be to make thee 

Detestable to me. I heed not death : 

What do I say ? far rather would I go 

A certain sacrifice to Alaric ; 

Far rather here remain a slave» exposed 

To the dire malice of my cruel step-mother. 

Than e'er as my defender suffer thee. 

IL And I profess to thee, that never thou 
Didst a more deep opprobrium cast on me 
Than in the attempt to make thyself my equal. 
Thou hast not with this foolish love of thine 
As yet offended me. Art thou, perchance, 
A rival to be fear'd, except, indeed. 
The prize disputed be Rosmunda's love ? 
And she is verily thy counterpart..— 
Nor doth thy dark ingratitude inflict 
A deeper wound : in this I recognise 
In thee a real king.— By hands most vile 
Be my head severed from my lifeless trunk 
On the dire scaffold ; but to single combat 
No longer challenge me ; in domg this 
Thou dost alone offend me. Have I stain'd 
My sword, as thou hast, with nocturnal blood, 
So that I could, exempted from dishonour. 
With thv sword measure it ? 

AL Enough, enough. 
Save with thy tongue liiou wilt not combat? wilt 

not 
Receive me as thy rival ? As thy king 
Thou ahalt receive me theiu-^Arrest him» soldiers. 

Rom. Ahi no... 
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iZ. Vile swordy that didst defend a tytant, 
Lie on the earth. My hand, and not another's. 
Shall strip me of my arms . . * 

Rom, Your leader bound 
In fetters ! Ah, vile sycophants ! * . . now hear me ; 
Suspend . . • perhaps I ... Oh horrible state I • . • Oh 
hear me . • . 

17. What art thou doing ? Wherefore pray'st thou 
thus ?— 
I love thee ; and thou lov'st me in return* 
What cause have we to fear ^ 

AL Without delay 
From my sight dra^ him. 

IL My sole punishment 
Arises from thv presence. Let us go.-^ 
Provided that I never more should see thee^ 
At once I leave to thee my last fìtrewell» 
Beloved Romilda, and the solemn vow 
Of love eternal, e'en beyond the tomb. 

SCSKE THE THIRD. 

Romilda^ Almachilde* 

Rome Ah ! let me fall exhausted at thy side • i « 
I will pursue him . • . Wretch, dost thou prevent me ì 
At all events • . • 

AL Ah ! hinder not, that I^ 
A little while at least, detain thee here. 

Rom» Oh rage! oh grief!... Permit me at his 
side . . • 

AL Hear me. 

Rom. Too much already have I heard thee é • • 
My lover . • • 
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AL Thou canst not pursue him now ; • * • 
fiut fear not : I, for liberty and life. 
Spite of mj^ wishes, for thyself» perchance» 
IVeserve him yet. In a dark dungeon he 
Shall never be immured ; nor shall endure» 
I swear» from my hands any misery. 
I well remember yet» that by his means 
I am alive to-da^ : he hath sustained 
Transient coercion. But ... oh Heaven ! • . • to sufier 
Another thus to seize my only good 
On earth» thy precious presence . • • 

Rom. Yet oi love ? . • • 
Ah» why have I not here a sword to free me 
From thy unwelcome words ! 

AL Ah 1 pardon me ; 
I will not utter more. I hope» in short> 
Amply to rescue from this transient wrong 
Thy lover» (envied name M and hope» at once» 
Of what I owe him to discnarge myself. 

Rom. Dost feign humanity ? So much art thou 
More in mine eyes an object of abhorrence. 
What canst thou give ? what debt canst thou repay ? 
Restore our liberty; and never more 
Molest our presence» never ; the sole ^ft 
Is this» which thou canst yield to me. 

AL Oh never 
Can I surrender thee to any one t 
But, spite of thy consent, I may obtain thee* 

Rom. I think it not : and shall that ever happen 
While I've a dagger to defend myself? 
To cheat me» or to wrest me from my purpose» 
In vain thou bopest. One with Ildovudo • . • 

AL Of him, of me» and of thyself, the mistress 

VOL. II. c 
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I wish to see thee 9 in my besom, fraud 
I harbour not. Only prevent not thou 
That I exert myself for thee. If I . 
Already have bereft thee of thy father, 
And neither tears nor penitence to thee 
Once more can bring him back; I will to-day, 
Aught else of which thou hast bem robb'd, restore. 
Rosmunda is an everlasting blot 
To my good fame : in seeing her alone 
I feel the incurable and festering wound 
Of dire remorse, within my heart become 
More insupportable from day to day : 
The bed, Uie throne, the love of such a woman^ 
(While I am doomed to share them,) render me 
More guilty in the eyes of other men^ 
And in my own more vile. The time is come • • • 
Rom. The time f<Hr what ? . . . Speidc ; speak • • • 
Oh, worthy thou. 
Worthy Rosmunda, nay, far worse than she. 
Thou wouldst, perchance, at a command of mine 
Thyself destroy her ? Now, thou miscreant, know» 
That most intensely aa I do detest her, 
I rather would on thee, than her, obtain 
Meet retribution. True it is» the death 
Of my ill-fated father was, at first, 
The project of Rosmunda ; but the wretch 
Who dared to perpetrate it, who was he?—* 
Go ; for I well perceive, by thy discourse. 
That no great stress of words were needed now 
To goad thee on to new enormities. 
. AL I have committed one; but, in my mind» 
More than one great and expiatory deed 
Do I revolve ; and it shall be the first 
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To diaenciunber my unworthy brows 

Of this unlav^l crown, and give it thee, 

For it is due to thee ; whatever the riskt 

Thy champion^ the defender of thy rights 

To make myself, beneath thy feet to by 

Prostrate the pride fand be it whom it may) 

Of thy oppressor: afterwards» when safe 

I shall behold thee on the throne, e*en then 

Of all thy vassals to profess myself 

The most submissive, the most culpable. 

And the most reverential ; then to hear 

My final sentence from thy lips ; to see 

(Ah sight of woe ! ) enthroned, and at thy side 

Thy ndovaldo, my liepe sovereign : 

And drag, so long as it seems eood to thee. 

In desolation my opprobrious days> 

The laughing-stock of all ; and land such woe 

Retain no outer solace in the world 

Than that of seeing thee : a crime not mine. 

As far as in me lies, by means like these, 

I shall have expiated . . • 

Ronim Cease, oh cease* 
I do not at thy hands require a throne : 
Restore to me my lover, he is mine 
More than the dirone is mine, and more I prize him. 
If thou deny this, thou shalt see me fall 
By my own hands* 

AL Thy lover then shall be 
To me the surety of thy life. I swear 
I will inflict on him the direst tortures 
If thou lay'st violent hands upon thyself. 
Take heed : . • . With too much fervency e'en now 
I hate my rival ... in my breast I bear 
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A rage too desperate ; do not add, I pray theCi 
Fury, to fury too intense already . . • 
I asK no other boon, than leave to act 
An humble instrument in thy behalf; 
And at the expense of my eternal woe. 
To make thee fortunate in thy allotment. 
And what reward do 1 require ? Towards me 
Somewhat to mitigate thy fierce aversion. 
And somewhat my own infamy. And this, 
Whetlier thou wilt or not, I will perform.] 
I fly to consummate my purposes. 
Ah I perhaps my deeds may be more prevalent 
To soften thy aversion than my words. 
Meanwhile I yield thee time for meditation . . . 
My baseness thou alone canst verify, 
By persevering to esteem me base. 

SCENE THE FOURTH. 

Romilda^ 

Rom, Ah wretched me !.. . What evils does he 
threaten ? 
To what do hatred and my rage impel me ì 
He in his fetters holds my love : I wilF 
Save him, whatever the risk . . . Wretch that I am ! 
I am compelPd to feign with this fell monster . • • 
Oh Heaven 1 if he deluded me ? I freeze . • • 
I tremble . • . Ildovaldo in the power 
Of an offended rival ; thou hast not 
A sword, with which illustriously to die . • • 
Nor can I. give thee one • . . what should I do ? 
To whom recur for aid ?.. . 
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SCENA THE FIFTH. 

RosmundOf Romilda, 

Ros. Where is the trutor ì 
With thee erewhile he here held conference ; . • 
Where has he flown ? 

Rom* Now hear . . • 

Ros. I have heard all. 
In guilty fetters Ildovaldo groans. 
Where, where is he, that in my palace thus 
Usurps the royal power ì Perfidious woman. 
He was erewhile with thee • • • 

Rom. Ah ! do thou hear me. 
Yet thou know'st not the whole ; his impious views 
Thou hast not yet discovered : to myself 
Is ill applied the stigma of perfidious. 
But yet deem me perfidious still, if that 
In any wise can solace thee ; and make 
An exhibition cruel as thou canst 
Of my devoted person : but only now 
From his accursed hands» without delay. 
Wrest Ildovaldo ; thence . . . 

Ros. Thou shalt behold 
That I will wrest him quickly. 

Rom. May just Heaven, 
If thou dost this, be to thy reign propitious ; 
And may the calm shade of my murder'd father 
No more thy nights disturb ; may the new villain 
That thou hast foster'd at thy side, alone 
Fall victim of hb own atrocity ! 
But if 'twould be a task too difficult 
To loose my faithful lover's impious chains, 
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At least allowy that in his dungeon he 
Obtain a sword, by which to me himself 
From the fierce rancour of a cruel rival. 
And at the same time grant, ere he expire, 
That he may learn that I defied all force ; 
That in myself secure, worthy of him, 
I by no hands, except my own, here fell 
Transfixed ; and here, invoking his loved name. 
Breathed forth my latest sigh. 

Ros. Lov'st thou so well f 
And is thy love so fervently returned ? 
Oh rage ! . . . and I . • • Be pacified ; ere long 
Thou shalt behold thy lover disenthrall^ ; . . . 
Go • • • and my presence carefully avoid : 
Amply on me art thou avenged already ; 
I am most wretched, and am I compelled 
To make thee happy . • • thee ? 

Ront' Although thy rage 
Alone dispose thee to espouse my cause. 
On that account I shall not be less grateful ; 
Nor will I hide firom thee the precipice 
Towards which thou art impelled. Madden'd with 

love. 
The ungrateful Almachilde would at once 
From thee thy sceptre and thy fireedom wrest, 
Perhaps take thy life away : and further dares 
To tempt me with the inramous reversion 
Of these abominable gifts. 
, Ros. *Tis thou, 
Thou vile enchantress, that hast thus seduced him. 

Rom. Then murder me ; and save, without delay, 
My Ildovaldo only • • . 

Ros. For thy sake 
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Is such commotion raised ? Ah ! who art thou ? 
Are thy deserts so great ? Thou liest. Oh rage ! 
And am I doomed horn thy lips to receive 
This horrid secret ? . . • Must I then by thee 
Be saved ? If to thy vows the heavens be kind. 
Go thou so far from me that I no more 
Tidings of thee may hear : Oh never^ never. 
May I behold thee hi^ptpy... Hence... away! ... 

Rom* But • . • 

Ros» Didst thou hear me ì 

SCENE THE SIXTH* 

Rosniunda, 

Ro8, Oh despair ! oh death ! 
And am I then, am I, compell'd to fly 
To loose, myself, her lover from his chains ì 

m 

ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCENE THE FIRST. 

RosmuttdOf Almachildef Soldiers. 

Ros. To the camp goest ^ou ì 

AL But I shall thence ... 
Return • • . 

Ros^ And I expect thee from the camp 
A conqueror here : here keep for thee thy victims. 

AL Time now is wanting to reply to thee. 
First would I shew myself to Ildovaldo. 

Ros. Go, fly, and fight : I bave myself unloosed 
His fetters. Thou, erewhile, in single combat 
Didst wish to encounter him : but if his hands 
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With cbams were laden, how could he resist thee ^ 
Released, already he expects thee ; run 
To triumph over him. 

Al. Thy traitorous arts, 
My rival, and the disaffected camp. 
All equally I scorn. At length, for once. 
Thou hast affi>rded me a valid reason, 
Whence with good right I may appear to thee 
A foe avowed: irrevocably now 
Thou hast released me from thy interests. 

Ros. Go 
Conquer, return ; and menace afterwards. 

aL I shall be victor ; Heaven supports my cause : 
Who, if I fall, remains to punish thee ! 

SCENB THE SECOND. 

Rosmunda, 

Ros. Go, go ; in Ildovaldo's rage and valour 
Far more do I confide. Miscreant, I grieve 
That I have chosen for thy punishment 
A fiur too honourable hand. But what ? 
Say, is that punishment accomplished yet ? 
The issue yet is dubious : and there want not, 
Although the men of valour are the friends 
Of Ildovaldo, base adventurers 
Who, averse to him, for their private views. 
Still to the king adhere. This impious man 
Has still a multitude of partizans ; 
And from the infatuation of his love 
Are force and hardihood in him increased . . . 
Oh Heaven ! should fortune favour his designs, 
Always propitious to the criminal ? . . . 
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Ah ! let me not delay • . . Blind confidence 

Might now be detrimental. Speedily, 

Guards, drag Romilda hither. From my side 

Let her not e'en the dbtance of one step 

Be severed now. Ob, precious pledge of peace ! 

Oh most preposterous origin of discord ! 

Is she the royal guerdon of the victor ?«- 

If she indeed a royal guerdon be, 

Let her come here ; to give her is my province. 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

RosmundOf Romilda, 

Ras. Advance, advance, incomparable virgia ; 
Come ; and securely in my sight remain. 
While war is waged for thee in yonder camp. 
Come near, approach . . • Thou tremblest i 

Rom. Merciful Heaven 1 
Around the city horrid shrieks are heard, 
And seem advancing towards the palace gates . . . 
But, ah ! with what new fury do 1 see 
Thy troubled countenance inflamed ? ... no more 
Is it allowed to me to hope for joy . • • 
Only that Ildovaldo is released . • « 
Ah ! may he vet be living ! ... I beseech thee 
From such a doubt deliver me. 

Ros. From doubt 
Deliver thee, while I myself exist 
In deadly doubt ? Ah, mayest thou for ever 
Drag on a lite as horrible and wretched 
As these wild hours, by thy means, are to me ! 
For thee all rush to arms; a second Helen! 
A prize unparallePd ! For thee are shed 
c2 
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Rivera of blood to-day : husbands for thee 
Are perjured : cowards for thy sake are valiant. 
And haughty the dispirited.-^h thou. 
The arbitress of heroes, hither come ; 
Sit b]r my side in ^ueen-like majesty ; 
Now in the camp is battle waged for thee» 
That thou mayst have a throne . • • or death. 

Ronu And what ? 
Wouldst thou deride me still ?— art thou not yet 
With such unnumber'd insults satisfied ? 

Ro8. What sayst thou ? I alone am here derided : 
Of all my fury, of the just revenge 
That I against thee cherish, of my deep 
ImmitigiS)le jealousy» art thou 
Prepared to reap the precious fruits : 'tis I 
That crown thee with supreme contentment; I 
That place thee in thy wish'd-for lover's arms. 
Thou seest in such a tempest of my heart 
What small alleviation words afibrd. 
Me, me thou mockest, and with too just cause»^» 
I've burst the fettera of thy Ildovaldo; 
And his invincible right hand have arm'd 
Already with the sword ; he now fulfils 
My just revenge ; and while fulfilling mine, 
Thine, thine a thousand fold he consummates. 

Ram. Oh may at least that arm invincible 
Be now triumphant ! Thus thou canst alone 
Cancel the stigma of thy former crime. 
Yes, now a ray of hope illumes my prospect, 
Since in the camp, released from shameful fetters, 
My Ildovaldo stands. Ah I may the heavens 
Grant thee a life less turbid . . . 

Ros* I survive 
To drag along a horrible existence, 
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Whatever the event Do ihou eiijoy my grief; 

Already over thine have I exulted; 

Enjoy that grief since I forbid thee not • . • 

But perhaps . • • What prayers shall I put up to hea< 

¥en ? . . • 
I am bewildered « . • Hitherto I know 
My supplications have all been for blood; 
Yet do 1 see no blood that can appease me • • • 
And ahall another where I*m cursed be happy ?— * 
Soon shall we see • • . But who approaches here ? • • • 

Rom. A little armed band • . • And Udovaldo 
Is at their head. Oh joy ! • ; 

SCBNE THE FOURTH. 

Romilda, Udovaldo, Rosmunda. The FoBotvers of 
Udovaldo» 

Rom, Ah! come art thou 
Victorious ^^--am I thine ? 

Ros. Hast thou fulfilled 
The task that I enjoin'd ? Hast thou destroyed 
That traitor ? 

//• I ? He is not for my sword 
A worthy victim. Almachilde fights 
Uselessly in the camp : I have imposed 
The task on other faithful partizans 
To conquer him ; an easy task to them. 
Not to a warrior*8 sword, to a vile axe 
His life is due. On thee I thought a1one« 
Romilda ; and have consecrated first 
To thee this sword. Come; let me lead thee now 
From these abominable walls. My heroes 
Are competent to clear for thee a passage. 



60 BOSMUNDA. 

Come with me, thou art truly mine at length. 

Ro$. Stop : she is not yet thine : I bid thee stop : 
I should bestow her with my hand. Romilda, 
Thou art mine only while I hold Uiee here; 
And hence thou shalt not stir. And thou, oh coward. 
When I release thee from thy chains, and promise 
Whatever thou wishest in the world, to give thee. 
Recreant, dost thou refuse to serve my furv ? 
Thou shunn'st, instead of murdering, thy nval ì 
For an unmerited reward, while he 
Is living, com^st thou here ì 

Rom* Oh from her hands 
Now drag me quickly, Ildovaldo. 

//• Come, 
Cease, oh Rosmunda ; loose her; 'tis in vain : 
Thou canst not now suffice to be a hindrance 
To her departure hence. Enough of foes 
Has Almachilde ; in his recreant blood 
Others will not refuse to soil their lumds« 
Be not perplexed, Rosmunda. 

Ros What !— Dost thou 
Intend to cheat me ì 

Rom^ Loose me . • . 

//. Yield, or I . . . 

Ros. 1 loose thee ? no, no, never.— *But already 
I hear approaching shouts • . . fierce und more fierce, 
And nearer they approach ... Oh joy to me. 
If thus perchance ttiy hope may be dfeceived ! 

Rom^ Alas, alas ! 

//. Who comes thus arm*d ? 

RoS' Oh joy! 
See Almachilde : I perceive he's victor : 
And he, I hope, will punish thee. 
8 
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SCENB THE FIFTH. 

AhnachiUe, Ildovaldo, Rosmunda, Romilda, Soldiers^ 
and Followers qflldovaldo. 

IL Com'fitthou 
In quest of me perchance ? Behold me • . • 

Al. Check, 
My heroes, check your swords : we have atchieved 
Enough of slaughter. Let us now desist 
From fUrther violence* 

IL It yet remains 
For thee to murder me : but first • . « 

Ras. Dispatch him. 

Al. Hear me^ strong Udovaldo, hear, Romilda. 
Retreat from hence, ye soldiers ; I command it. 
Here all whom I have sought I meet at once. 
Thou seest, Ildovaldo, vainly now 
Wouldst thou defend thyself ajgainst my power. 
To every individual of thy train 
I can at least oppose an hundred here. 
Thou hast to-day my life preserved ; to-day 
Life I give thee. More thou deservest not* 
I will that thou, Romilda, be alone 
The arbitress of thy own destiny ; 
The sovereign of ourselves, and of that woman. 
Thou seest now clearly whether I have sought 
To plot against thee. 

Ros, She my sovereign ! 
Mine ! — In her breast I plunge at once this dagger • • « 

//. Ah! stop... 

AL Desist... 
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Ros. Let no one dare approach. 
Or I at once the dagger plunge. 

Rom, And plunge it : 
Thus Ildovaldo's 1 at least shall die • • • 

Ro8> Nowy which of us is sovereign here ? 

AL Thou . • . thou • • 
Ah, cease . • • 

//. Oh heaven ! • • Distraction ... Oh Romilda ! 
And cannot I deliver thee ì • • 

Ros. Oh thou 
In name alone a king, that sword surrender, 

AL Behold me weaponless • . • 

Ros, From forth the palace 
Dismiss now all thy solaiers • . . 

AL Go, disperse, 
Make haste, ail> all • • . 

Ros, And thou who didst refuse. 
Cold lover, with a crime to acquire thy mistress, 
Dismiss thy troops at once. 

//• See, they are vanished. 

Ros, So fiir well done. — Ragauso, instantly 
Hither return, and all my armed guards . • • 

AL Come, come, ah quickly, come . • . 

Ros, Behold Ragauso. — 
—I am, yet I am here then, queen ? 

AL Thou art, 
Thou only. Ah ! . . 

//. Accomplish thy revenge 
Op which of us thou first wou^dst immolate . . . 
But oh Romilda ! . . Wouldst thou I should die ?.. • 
Behold I turn the sword against my breast • . • 

Ros. My fury cannot even in your blood 
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Be now appeased. When I commanded it 
Thou shouldest then have afan'd the mortal blow : 
Thou knewest well what blood from thee I sought. 
But yet, in time, do I repent that I 
To thee, base recreant, such a vengeance trusted ; 
Or ever placed a confidence in thee, 
Poor perjured palterer-— But wholhr now, 
In my own keeping,. chastisement 1 hold; 
So that I venture to promulgate it 
. Without reserve. — Oh thou* in whom are aentred 
All my aversions, who so well as thou 
Their ravening turbulence c&nsi satiate ? 
Thou almost for my fury may'st suffice. 
Fool that I was ! and would I yield thee up 
To thy beloved lover ? Thee reserve 
For life, who giv'st to me a thousand deaths ? 

//. In pity hear me ! . • 

Ros. Tremble. 

Rom. Ildovaldo ! • . 

AL Her looks dart death ! • • • To me that sword . • 

Ro8» In her. 
In her I first immerge it. Die ! * 

IL Ah ! . . thou 
Shalt rather die! * 

Ros. Soldiers, surround them both. 

Rom* My Ildovaldo . . I . • at least • • die • • thine. 

IL To follow thee . . 

AL To avenge thee . . 



' Stabs Romilda. 

* Rashes towards Rosmunda. 



64 BOSMTTITDA. 

H, To survive thee 
Is now impossible. ' Oh thou avenge her, 
Thou who remain'st alive • . 

AL I swear to do it. 

Ros. Yet, jet have I the sword ; tremble ; for now 
The retribution scarcely is begun» 
That in thyself I swear to consummate. 



Stobs himieir. 



OCTAVIA. 

A TRAGEDY. 



DRAMATIS PERSON-^ 

Nero. Octavia. 

Seneca. Poppìea. 

TlOELLINUS. 

Scene, — The Palace of Nero in Rome. 



ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENE THE FIRST. 

NerOi Seneca. 

Seiu Lord of the world, what dost thou covets 

Ne* Peace. 

Sen* 'Tis thine, if thou destroy'st it not in others* 

Ne. I should possess it fully, if I were not 
Bound to Octavia by a hated tie. 

Sen. But thou, the Csesar's successor, couldst thou 
Inherit and increase their power and lustre 
Without Octavia's hand ? 'Twas by her means 
That thou enjovest this throne : yet in a hard 
And unjust exile, this Octavia pines ; 
She, though thus robb'd of thee, although she knows 
A haughty rival clasps thee in her arms, 
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(Unhappy lady!) loves, adores thee yet. 

Ne. Grant that she were the instrument to raise 
me. 
She since has proved the instrument alone 
Of my misfortunes ; and e'en now, alas ! 
Since her divorce, her baneful influence reigns. 
The faithless people dare espouse her cause, 
Dare speak or her with pity ? dare, oh rage ! 
Around my very throne to breathe their murmurs?— 
I would not only that Octavia's name 
Were never loudly thundered in my ears, 
But that no trembling lip in timid whispers 
Scarce audibly dared mutter it around me.-— 
— I am not ^^o if I suifer this. 

Sen. My lord, thou hast net always in contempt 
My councils held. Thou k now e st well how I 
Boldly, with weapons of sage argument, 
Have check'd the ardour of thy youthful passions. 
I threatened thee with shame, reproach, and mis* 

chief, 
If thou persisted'st to divorce Octavia, 
And from her cruel banishment still worse. 
Octavia's image is devoutly cherish'd 
In Uie recesses of the people's hearts : 
I told thee this : and added that all Rome 
Accounted as ill-omen'd gifts the fields 
Of Plautiis, and the bloodv house of Burrhus, 
On her so cruelly expelled, bestowed. 
In the esteem of all men, as the types 
Of predetermined outrage : and 1 said • • • 

Ne. Amply hast thou exhorted me ; but yet 
Thou hast obeyed my will. Perhaps formerly 
Thou taughted'st me to reign ; but neither thou 
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Canst teach, nor man can learn» to be exempt 
Always from error. Let it now suffice me. 
That Rome has given me a timely warning. 
'Twas no light fault that I expell'd Octavia, 
For never should khe have, no never long, 
A dwelling far from me • • • 

Sen. Thou then of this 
Repentest ? and 'tis true what I have heard ? 
Octavia returns ? 

Ne. Yes. 

Sen. Thou dost feel 
Pity for her ? 

Ne. Pity? . . yes ; I feel pity. 

Sen. And she will be companion of thy throne. 
Perhaps of thy royal bed? 

Ne. Within my palace 
She now returns. Wherefore, thou wilt behold. 
Oh Seneca, thou wise among the wisest. 
In manifold emergencies of state 
More urgent and more difficult than this, 
My guide and minister, I flatter me 
Thou wilt not now deprive the implicit trust 
That I have placed in thee. 

Sen. Counsel from me, 
Alas ! 'tis ever thus ! thou only seekest. 
When in thy heart thou hast already fix'd 
The fatal sentence. I guess not thy thoughts ; ' 
But for Octavia, hearing thee sp^ak thus, 
I tremble. 

Ne. Tell me, didst thou also tremble 
That day when, dragged to necessary death, 
Her brother fell ì ^d on that day when thou 
Didst with thy lips pronounce my haughty mother^ 
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Who was become thy foe, worthy of death, 
Say, didst thou tremble ? 

Sen. What is this I hear ? 
That infamous, that execrable day 
Dar'st thou recall to mind ? My hands were not 
Bathed in that blood of thine; thou drankest it, 
I held my peace ; constrain'd, I held my peace, 
'Tis true ; out from my silence I was guilty, 
And shall be while the vital air I breauie. 
Fool that I was ! I trusted to thee then, 
That Nero thus would with maternal blood 
Close his career of blood. Now I perceive 
This scarce was a beginning. Each renewal 
Of thy dire deeds to me bnngs tribute large 
Of hated gifts, with which, I know not why. 
Thou hast overwhelmed me. Thou constrainest mc 
To take them ; price of blood thy gifts wilt seem 
To the malignant people : ah ! resume them ; - 
And leave to me my self-esteem entire. 

Ne. If thou possessest it, to thee I leave it. 
Thou art expert in all the milder virtues : 
But thou art aware, however plausible. 
These virtues are not always nt for practice. 
If thou didst wish to keep thy fame untouched. 
And incorrupt thy heart, why didst thou quit. 
For this alluring splendour of a court, 
Thy obscure birth-place ? Thus thou seest that I, 
Myself no stoic, can teach thee who art ; 
And yet my wisdom I owe all to thee. 
Since by thy station here thou hast thyself 
Impaired thy candour ; since the name of good, 
When tarnished once, can never be regainM, 
Thou mayest assist me. Of my former fìiults 
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Thou hast diminish^, or wiped off, the foulness ; 
Proceed ; applaud and varnish o'er my failings ; 
Thy judgment yet is held in some esteem. 
Less criminal than other men, the people 
£steem thee yet ; thou always art supposed 
Over my heart great influence to possess : 
In short, thou'rt so installed within my palace. 
That when thou blamest me, thou blam'st thyself. 

Sen. I know it pleases thee that other men 
Should bear the burthen of thy trespasses. 
A load divided thus becomes more fight. 
Yes, I, though guiltless of thy numerous crimes, 
Bear all their punishment ; and thus incur 
That royal privilege— universal hate. 
What infamous new task canst thou impose 
On me that can increase . . • 

Ne» Thou art required 
To alienate the people from Octavia. 

Sen. The people change not, as their masters do. 
Their partiahties ; and ill they feign» 

Ne. The wise man shapes his language and his 
deeds 
To the occasion : and art thou not wise ì 
Go; on that day I shall avail myself 
Of all thy virtues, whatsoe'er they be. 
When I can say the empire is my own. 
Meanwhile I am the master of the art. 
And thou the pupil, to obtain that power : 
See that I find thee pliant to my purpose. 
I do not menace thee with death ; I know 
That death appals thee not ; but of thy fame 
The snoAll remains with which thou yet art burthen'd. 
Ah think, 'tis all at my supreme disposal. 
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I can take from thee more than thou possesseat. 
Be silent then» and aid my purposes. 

Sen. Absolute words I hear, and words that breathe 
Rancour and blood. But I wait the event. 
Whatever it may be. To thy designs 
All m^ assistance now is vain and guilty. 
Who IS not well convinced that Nero now 
Suffices unassisted to shed blood ? 

SCENE tHE SECOND. 

Nero. 

' Ne» Thee and thy pomp of simulated virtues. 
Proud stoic, I will quell. Till now with gifts 
I have contrived to punish thee : I keep 
The axe to fall upon thy abject neck 
When to the very refuse of the people 
I've rendered thee contemptible. What now 
Is this my absolute tremendous power. 
If on all quarters it is thwarted thus 
With fresh impediments ? I hate Octavia ; 
Poppsea I adore beyond all words ; 
Ana shall I stoop, I, to dissimulate 
Aversion and regard ? That privilege 
Which to my vilest slaves the law forbids not, 
Shall the envious whispers of the multitude 
Attempt to-day to interdict to Nero ? 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

NerOi Poppaa. 

Popm Mightiest of monarchs, source of all my joy, 
Opprest with care, and banish'd from my sights 
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Thou leavest me to bitter anguish. What, 
Shall it ne'er be that I shall witness thee 
Blest by our mutual love ? 

Ne. I, far from thee. 
Am sometimes banish'd by our lovei Poppseai 
And by our love alone. Thee I securea 
With long and perilous toil ; to keep thee now 
I should assiduously strive : thou knowest. 
That even at my very sceptre's risk, 
I will that thou be mme . • • 

Pop, Except thyself. 
Who would, who could dissever me from thee ì 
Each nod of thine, each will of thine, in Rome, 
Is law supreme. Thou, as a reoompence 
Of my regard, bestow'dst thyself on me, 
And thou from me may'st take thvself away ; 
And as thou canst effectively do this. 
So could I ne'er survive the loss of thee. 

Ne. Take thee from me I Not heaven itself could 
do it. 
But guilty popular insolence, not yet 
' Utterly smother'd, dares meanwhile to blame 
The auctions of my heart : hence I'm constrained 
To take preventive measures • . • 

Pop. And dost thou 
That popular insolence heed ? 

Ne, I hope, ere long, 
To shew how much I heed it ; but I fain 
Would leave without a head this fran^ hydra : 
Scarce will its last head- tumble on the ground. 
Whence Rome derives her hope, ere broken, mute, 
Torn, and annihilate, to earth will fall 
Her haughty multitudes» Rome has not yet ' 
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Discovered Nero's heart; I froVn her thoughts 
Her fond traditionary tales of freedom 
Will utterly expel. Octavia, now 
The last survivor of the Claudi!, 
Resounds in every mouth ; the multitude^ 
In my despite» deplores her destiny, 
Not from affection ; in the people's heart 
Love never enters : but the insolence 
Of popular licentiousness it sooths 
To recollect the weak and infirm sway 
Of inept Claudius, and to sigh for that 
Perversely, which no more tbey can possess. 

Fop. 'Tis true : the tongues of Rome can ne'er 
be silent; 
But have they any power except to prate ì 
Should this alarm thee ì 

Ne. For Octavia 
A too auspicious place of banishment 
Incautiously I've chosen. For the name 
Of Agrippina, the entire armament 
Now station'd on Campania's shores, retains 
A partial recollection. In their breasts 
Desire of novelty, a specious pity 
For Claudius' daughter, disafiected thoughts. 
And traitrous purposes, have taken root. 
I have ill-chosen such a place of exile ; 
And should do worse in suffering her to stay therCé 

Pop. And shoidd Octavia in thy mind excite 
Such keen solicitude ? Why not dispatch her 
Beyond the confines of thy mighty empire ì 
What exile more efiectual than this, 
If that indeed suffice ? What trackless desert 
(s so remote that it can sever her 
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Too far from the^ preposterously who dares 
To attribute to herself the foolish boast 
Of giving thee the throne ì 

Ne* Till she has lost» 
Entirely lost, the power to injore me. 
In Home, and in my palace» she will have 
A residence least perilous for me. 

Fop. What do I hear ? Octavia come to Rome ! 

Ne. Now hear my arguments. 

Pop. Am I then she ? • . • 

Ne. Ah ! hear me . • • 

Poj9* Yesy full well I understand ; • • . 
QuicKly must I depart • • • 

Ne. Listen to me : 
Octavia doth not to thy detrfanent 
Keturn to Rome : but surely to her own • . 1 

Pcm. That she returns there to thy detriment. 
Quickly wilt thou behold. Meanwhile I tell thee 
That not one city> much less then one palace. 
While we are living, can at once contain 
Octavia and myselS Let her return 
That seated Nero on the world's proud throne ; 
To make him abdicate that throne she comes. 
For thee I grieve, not for myself, ah no ; 
I am most willins to return once more 
To my beloved Otho. Much he loved me, 
And with no lukewarm fondness loves me stiH : 
Ah that I could contrive to love again 
That so devoted lover ! But Poppaea 
Her heart could ne'er divide; nor would accept 
Thy heart divided with her hated rival. 
I was enamour'd of thvself alone. 
Not of thy throne, ana still, alasi I am; 

VOL. IX. D 
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The love, not of tbe monarch of the world. 

But of my much- loved Nero, was to me' 

An irresistible enticement : then 

If but in part thou tak'st thyself from me, 

If undividedly I do not reign 

In thy great heart, I yield the whole, I yield 

And spurn at all the rest. Alas ! could I 

Tear as effsctively from my fond heart 

Thy form, as Pm inflexibly resolved 

On total alienation from thy presence. 

Ne. Poppaea, I adore thee, this thou knowest ; 
With what afiection, that which I have done, 
And that which I design to do, will prove. 
But thou . • • 

Pop. What wouldst thou ? Can I at thy side 
Behold that odious rival, and remain there > 
Can I admit the thought ? Unworthy lady ! 
Who knows not how, who will not, cannot love, 
And yet dare feign to love. 

Ne. Ah tranauillize 
Thy mind, thy heart ; banish each jealous fear* 
But yet respect my sovereign will. 'Tis now 
Impossible that she should not return. 
Already she towards Rome advances : here 
To-morrow will behold her. Tliy repose 
Kot less than mine demands Octavia's presence. 
But why enumerate reasons if / wish it ? 
I, not accustomed, if my will is fixed, 
To meet with obstacles. Believe me, lady, 
I am not satisfied with such a love 
As thou displayest, of all fear exempt. 
Who most obey and fear me, know that they 
Love me the best* 
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Pep. Alas 1 my very boldness 
Proceeds from the intensity of fear. 
Oh liow much may'st thou injure me ! Thy love 
Thou may'st withdrav from me • • • Ah ! rather first 
Take thou my We : that punishment were milder. 

Ne. Poppaea, cease ; confide in my a&ction. 
Doubt never of my Mth ; above all Uiings 
Fear to oppose my will. E'en more than thou. 
Her, whom thou call'st thy rival» I detest. 
Completely severed firom her turbulent friends^ 
Thou here shalt see her by my guards surrounded^ 
Ho more thy rival, but thy abject handmaid. 
And, finally, if I have any skill 
In arts of ruling, she herself shall give thee 
Over herself the entire ascendency. 

ACT THE SECOND. 

SCBlfE THE FIRST. 

PoppiBUf Tigellinus* 

Pop» To-day a common danger we incur ; 
Oh iigellinusy it behoves us then. 
To-day, to seek a common remedy. 

Ti. And what ? Fear'st thou Octavia ? , . ; 

Pop. Certainly 
Not ner allurements ; hitherto have mine 
Prevailed in Nero's eyes: I apprehend 
Her feign'd affection, her feign'd gentleness; 
The arts of Seneca, and his reproaches, 
The violence of the people, the remorse 
Of Nero ; these i fear. 

Ti. Long has he loved thee, 



76 OCTAVIA^ 

And dost thou not yet know him ? His remorse 
Springs from an incapacity to injure. 
Believ^e me now, 'tis but to consummate 
A more complete revenge, that he to Rome 
Thus draws Octavia. £et it work in him 
That innate rancour, fathomless and bitter ; 
This, added to the inveterate abhorrence 
His fruitless bed inspired ; these are alone 
The surepreventives to our common danger. 

Top* FéePst thou secure ? Not I.^-— But thy fnmk 
converse 
Induces <me to speak. I know full well 
The soul of Nero ; of compunctious workings 
It is not citable : but terror, say, 
Is terror not omnipotent in him \ 
Who did not see him tremble at the sight. 
Of his detested mother? Was he not 
Wholly possest with love for me ; yet dared he. 
While she wa^ living, give to me his hand? 
By the mere sternness of his silent scowl 
Did not e'en Burrhus awe him ? Finally, 
Of all power destitute, and garrulous, 
Does Seneca sometimes not even yet 
Affright him with his magisterial prate ì 
These are the mirrors, whose reflection forms 
The semblance of a conscience. The remorse 
Is diis, of which i think him capable. 
Now add to these the uproar of the rabble, 
The menaces of Rome • • • 

TV. These will consign 
Octavia move quickly to the fote 
Which fell on Agrippina and on Burrhus, 
To which so many» iQaDy more were doom'd. 
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Suffer that to his ancient enmity 
Fresh fears be added, in a breast like his^ 
T' inspire the wish, and lastly to mature it» 
For the destruction of thy rival. He 
Has not discover'd yét to me his thoughts^ 
But I'm aware that nothing sharpens more 
Nero's fierce cunning than his boundless fear; 
Rome, clamorous for Octavia, kills Octavia. 

Pop» Yes ; but meanwhile Octavia may usurp 
A transient glimmering of capricious favour ? 
Octavia hates us both : what would defend diee 
From such effective wrath ? Th' irresolute. 
And frail reluctance of a trembling lord ? 
One untoward instant may alone suflice 
To o'erwhelm us both ; what consolation then 
To usy if we are doom'd to fall the first,. 
That she fall after us ? 

TÙ Fear not» oh no ! 
That she secure e'en a brief flash of favour. 
The way to Nero's heart Octavia knows not. 
Her weak parade of austere virtue firets him; 
Obedience, love, timidity, in her. 
Alike displeas^him; and that very bait 
With which by us he's caught, in her he hates. 
But yeti if I can any thing perform. 
What ought 1 now to do ? « 

Pop* Sagaciously 
Explore, and warn me of, the smallest trifles; 
Exert keen foresight ; to his rage bring fuel ; 
Invent contnvancesi propose to Nero 
A thousand, for the ruin of my rival ; 
Tax her with &ults where she has none : in short. 
As fiir as thy dexterity suggests, , 
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Apply a thousand means; go» come, assail him. 
Work on his passions» blind them ; and watch al- 
ways:— 
This shouldst thou do* > 

Ti. This will I do : fear not : 
But the best instrument for such effects 
Is Nero's own dark heart ; he in the lore 
Of vengeance is a master ; and, thou knowesti 
If others shew in this an equal skill. 
He is incensed. 

Pop. That all conspires to inflame 
His rage, I know full well. With my excess 
Of love erewhile he reprimanded me; 
And spoke to me already of the throne 
Like a ferocious despot. 

TÙ Take thou heed 
Not to provoke him ever : o'er his heart 
Thy ^ower is great ; but impulses of rage» 
Intoxication of supreme command, 
And a fierce thirst of vengeance, can controul. 
Far more than love» the workings of his heart. 
Depart : he wished to apeak wiUi me alone 
In these apartments : all thy interest» 
Implicitly confide to Tigellinus. 

Pop. I swear to thee, that, if in this thou serv'st 
me. 
None that approach the person of the emperor. 
Shall equal thee in power and confidence. 

SCEKE THE SBOOMD. 

TigeUinus, 
TÙ 'Tis certain, if Octavia triumphed now, 
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That fatal injury would result to us. 

Nero himself assures me. Too intense 

Is his disdain ; Octavia's innocence 

Too manifest ; no refuge has she left. 

Yet I'm constrained to summon up to-day 

All my dexterity. I must persuade him 

That all his fear is provident precaution ; 

And make him fancy that the guiltiest vengeance 

Would be pronounced, even by sages» just. 

Lord of the world» I hold thee ; I alone 

Hold thee» and absolutely. To myself 

Shall it belong» in time» t' intimidate 

And to encourage thee. Woe» if thou lose 

This saflutary fear ! To evil deeds» 

What further impulse» or to virtuous deeds» 

What further hindrance would remain to tihee ? 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

NerOf TigeUinuSm 

7f. Great emperor» why didst thou not come be- 
fore ? 
Thou wouldst have heard the sobbings of a lady, 
Who loves thee too intensely. In Uie bosom» 
The true and tender bosom of Poppsea» 
A conflict fierce, doubt» fear» and love» have waged. 
A lady who adores thee so» canst thou 
Thus cruelly afflict ? 

Ne. She will not see» 
Blinded by unjust jealousy» the truth. 
I love her only • • • 

Ti. This Pve said to her ; 
But who could better calm the bitter pangs 
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Of jealous fear than a beloved lover ^ 

From her, ah hide, in pity to her sex. 

That terrible majesty, that in thy fkce 

Conspicuous shines. Thou mth a word, a smile^ 

A look, couldst calm the tempest that assails 

Her trembling heart I» in thy name, have dared 

To swear to her, that in thyself the thought 

Hath never entered to abandon her. 

lliat, though I know them not, for mighty reasons^ 

Thou summonedest Octavia to Rome ; 

But never to Poppaea's detriment. 

Ne. My faithfullest interpreter, for me 
The truth thou swaredst. This I also swore , 
To her : but deaf she stood. What avail words ì 
The day that rises, will, perchance, scarce be 
Completed, ere Octavia's destiny 
Shall be, and .irrecoverably, sealed. 

TL May all thy cares be wound up in her fate. 
Provided thou wouldst condescend to prove 
How criminal she is to Rome. 

Ne. To Rome ? 
As guilty as 'tis possible to be 
Is she, smce I abhor her. Is it needful 
That I by proofs legitimate my will ì 

Ti. 'Tis but too needful, llbou canst not yet hold 
The impious multitude in the contempt 
Which it deserves. 'Tis true, it held its peace 
At Agrippina's and at Claudius' pyres : 
That of Britannicus it saw in silence : 
Yet at Octavia's fate it dares to-day ^ 
Murmur and weep. Reveal Octavia's crimes. 
And all men will be mute. 

Nem I never loved her ; 
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She evermore displeased and wearied me ; 

She had the boldness to lament her brother ; 

I saw her too implicitlj obey 

The turbulent Agrippma: oft to me 

I heard her name her sceptred ancestors : 

These are atrocious crimes, and they suffice* ■ 

On her already have I sentence passed^t 

To execute it there is nothing wanting 

Except her presence. That she is no more * 

Rome shall discover : this is the account 

Which of my purpose I shall give to Rome. 

TV. - Emperor, thou mak'st me tremble for thyself. 
It is not prudent in thee thus to brave 
The boisterous people. If thou canst on her 
With justice death infiict, why wouldst thou now 
That she of thy despotic will alone 
Should seem the victim ? Were it not more wise . 
Of her authentic crimes to drag to light 
The most enormous ì As she is, in fact. 
To prove her guilty, while she is esteemed. 
Reproachless j 

Ae. Other • • • more enormous. . • crimes? 

TÙ No man presumed to mention them to thee : 
But should they be concealed irom thee, since now 
She is, by her legitimate divorce^ 
No more thy consorte The unworthy lady 
Yet held her station in thy court; with thee 
Yet shared thy bed and throne ; and yet usurp'd 
The homage due to an imperial princess ; 
When lower than the most abandoned woman 
She had herself degraded ; when, alas ! 
She had conceived the thought to prostitute 
To a vile minstrel^ that had caught her eye,.. 
d2 
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Her noble blood» her honour, and herself, 
Atid her imperii ancestors • • • 

Ne. Oh infamy! 

TÙ The slave Eucerus pleased her : hence she 
bore 
Her banishment from Rome, and her divorce. 
With so much resignation. He sufficed 
Amply to compensate for Nero's loss ; 
Companion, and inseparable solace, 
He, of her exile was ; . • • why call it exile i 
The soft Campania, exquisite retreat, 
In their voluptuous wallowings shelter'd them. 
There on the flowery turf, or on the brink 
Of crystal stream, she listened to the notes 
.Now drawn in symphony from the sweet lyre 
By his effeminate hand, in concert now 
To his melodious voice : hence she resign'd 
The dazzling splendour of her former state 
Without regretful thoughts. 

Ne. Could she belie 
The blood of Messalina, who her birth - 
From her derived ?— -Now say ; could proofe be 

brought 
To certify the deed ì 

Tu Yes; to this fact 
Are more than one of her attendants privy ; 
And, if appealed to, would depose the truth. 
If e'er Octavia had possessed thy love, 
I ne'er had spoken thus. What do I say ? 
Had she possessed, had she deserved thy heart. 
Such an ofience she ne'er could have imagined. 
Much less have perpetrated. To th^ arms. 
Reasons of state, in spite of thy dislike. 
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At first consigned her. Well she knew heiselF 
Of thee unworthy ; hence her abject heart 
Thus abjectly she fix'd. 

Ne. But yet I fear 
That were I now to opprobrious light to drag 
This obscure crime . . •• 

Ti. Their's is the infamy 
Who did the crime. 

Ne. *Tis true. 

Ti. Thus their deserts 
Will all obtain : she tluit of culpable ; 
Thou that of just ; and so thou mayest be 
Without incurring risk. 

Ne. Thou speakest wisely. 
Be bold in deeds as thou art wise in words. . 

SCENE THE FOUBTK*. 

Seneca^ Nero, TigeUinus, 

Sen. Emperor, already hath Octavia passed 
Thy royal threshold : whether I to thee 
Bring unpropitious or propitious news, 
I cannot tell. But no one emulous 
Of such a task, anticipates my coming : : 
A Itfcklefis omen this. 

Ne. Go, Tigìellinus ; 
My orders execute :— and thou retrace 
Thy preyious footsteps; meet Octayia, tell her 
That I await her coming here alone* . 
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SCENE THE FIFTH. 

Nero, 

Ne. Guilty, and greatly guilty, is Octavia ; 
What doubt is there of that ? I grieve alone 
That I suggested not this project first 
Thus to convict her. Can it then be so— 
That Nero should from others learn the art 
To crush an enemy ? But the day comes 
When to set rid of those that I abhor^ 
A signal &om my throne will be suflBcient. 

SCENE THE SIXTH. 

NerOi Octavia» 

Oct. In the deep horrors of a gloomy night 
By armed guards surrounded, I am dragged 
Into this very palace, whence I saw 
Myself, two months ago, by violence torn* 
May I presume now of my lord to ask 
The cause of this? 

Ne. For loftjr purposes 
Our parents jomed us in connubial ties 
From our most tender years. Yet since that time 
I never saw thee, as thou wert in words. 
Conformable in actions to my will : 
For a long time thy contumely I bore ; 
And should, perctmnce, have borne it longer, hadst 

thou 
Made me the father of a royal offitprin^. 
Numerous and lovely; in whose cheenng presence 
I might have found some solace to my cares. 
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I hoped for this in vain ; a sterile plant 
By tnee the throne remained devoid of heirs ; 
By thee m^ hopes of being a father cross'd. 
Ilecce I divorced thee. 

Oct. Emperor, thou didst wdl ; 
Provided that another happier consort 
Than I, alas ! e'er was» could render thee 
The joyful father of a numerous offspring. 
I know thou hast not found, nor e'er wilt find, 
One that, as I love, loves thee. What of this ? 
Have 1 perchance e*er murmur'd at thy will? 
Seeing my husband in another's arms, 
Fve wept, and still I weep. Except my tears 
And silence, and obsequiousness and sighs, 
Has aughl been heard from me ? 

Ne. Perpetuai sweetness 
Dwells on thy lips ; but not within thy heart. 
Thy words betray thy rancour : ill thou hidest 
The anger thou conceivest in thy breast 
Against Poppaea. And far less hast thou 
Concealed th;jr other proud remembrances 
Of unauthentic rights. 

Oct. Ah, couldest thou 
Also forget, as much as I forget 
These not imaginary rights of mine. 
Since no imaginary ills they cost me ! • • . 
Hatred and fury glisten in thy eyes. 
Ah I I too plainly see that thou dost hate me» 
More vehemently bate me, than a husband 
From mere sterility could hate a wife. 
Unhappy lady that I am ! J most. 
When most I love thee, have offended thee. 
What have I asked of thee ì What ask I now ì 
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An obscure and a solitary life» 
And liberty to weep. 

Ne. And I, indeed. 
Assured that thou wouldst in an obscure life 
Be better satisfied» to thee prescribed 
That life ; but afterwards • . • 

Oct But afterwards 
Thou didst repent of this : didst feel remorse 
Since 1 was not sufficiently unhappy* 
Thou wishest me to live a witness here 
Of thy new ties : thou wishest me to be 
The handmaid of thy consort; to the world 
A laughing'«tock ; derision of thy court. 
Behold me then submissive to thy will : 
What should I do ? Speak. Issue thy commands.. 
Yet even in thy court entirely wretched 
Thou canst not make me, if with my misfortunes. 
I satisfy thy heart. Say, art thou happy ?. 
Reigns in thy heart a placid calm l Uost thou. 
Beside another spouse that tranquil sleep, 
Of which thou robbest me, securefy taste ì 
Does that Poppaea, whom, like me» thou hast not 
Robbed of a brother, more than did Octavia 
Ensure thy happiness ì 

Ne. At what a price 
Thou ought'st to. hold his heart who rules the world. 
Thou never knewest, and Poppssa knows. 

Oct. Poppaea knows how to esteem the throne 
To which she was not bom s I to esteem 
Thyself: nor can she ever try to cope 
With me in loving thee. She has, 'tis true». 
Obtained thy heart; but I alone deserve it. 

Ne. No, no» thou canst not. love me. 
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Oct, Rather say. 
That I ought not to love thee : but from thine 
judge not thou of my heart. I know, that novr 
The blood from which I spring, except in me, 
Is everlastingly extinct ; I know 
That in my heart, thy image, with the blood 
Of all my family contaminate. 
Ought never to have found a place : but this 
Is force of destiny. Now, if my brother. 
My father, slain by thee, 1 ne'er remember» 
Dar'st thou allege against me as a crime 
That brother and that father ì 

Ne. As a crime. 
The vile Eucerus I allege against thee. 

Oct. Tornei ... Eucerus 1 

Ne. Yes ; to thee Eucerus ; 
The' lover thou deservest. 

OcC Ah, just Heaven! 
Dost thou hear this i 

Ne. There are who dare to charge thee 
As guilty of adulterous servile love : 
For this alpne I brins thee back to Rome. 
Prepare thyself for which thou likest best. 
Or to i^efute it, or to suffer for it. 

Oct» Oh unexampled, horrible imposture ! 
Where is the infamous accuser ? . • . Ah • • • 
Fool that I am, what questions do I ask ? 
Nero accuses, judges, and condemns. 

Ne. Behold thy boasted love ! • • • Yes, yes, the 
poison 
At last flows freely from thy burstmg heart ; 
Now that I liave, at least in part, discovered 
Thy secret turpitude. 
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Oct. Ah wretched me ! • • • 
What more remains for me ? Driven from my bed^. 
My Ihrone, my palace, and my country ; this 
Suffices not ! ... • Oh Heaven ! my fame alone 
Remained to me entire ; alone consoled me 
For every ravbh'd good : this precious treasure 
In vain, by her who lightly prized her own. 
Was seen with envy : now or ere my life, 
My fading life is gone, my fame is tarnished; 
Haste, hastOi oh Nero, why dost tiiou delay ì 
Peace, (if that blessing ever can be thine,) 
Peace, I know well, thou never wilt enjoy 
So long as I exist : can the means fail thee 
To slay a helpless and a friendless lady ?* 
Within the deep recesses of this palaoe» 
The fatal dark abode of fraud and death, 
Drag me at will : and let me there be slaiih 
Moreover, thou thyself may 'st with thy hands 
Cut short my life : not only will my death 
Please thee, but it h necessary now. 
Ah be appeased then with my death alone.^ 
All other slaughter of my friends already 
I have forgiven thee ; I now forstve 
The slaughter of myself; yes^ kill, reign on, 
And kill again : thou know'st all means of death ;. 
Already Rome is skilful in the art 
Of blazonine forth thy crimes in virtues^ symbols; 
What dost thou fear ? In me of all the Claudi! 
The la3t survivor dies ; all the remembrance^ 
And all the love the people ever bore them. 
The godi are now accustomed to the fumes 
Of thy ensanguined incense; at their altan 
Still the memorials hang of every death : 
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And private massacres have been to thee 
As trophies and as triomphs. Let my death 
Suffice then to appease thee : why allege. 
When death I do not shun, nay ask of thee. 
Aspersions as iniquitous as false ? 

Ne. For thy defence I wholly yield to thee 
This dawning day. If thou art innocent 
'Twill give me joy. My hate thou need'st not fear^ 
But thy own crime» which far surpasses it. 

SCENE THE SEVENTH. 

Oct. Ah wretched me ! ... Ah cruel Nero» fed, 
For ever fed with blood, yet always craving. 

ACT THE THIRD. 

SCENE THE FIRST. 

Octama^ Seneca. 

Oct. Oh Seneca, approach ; let me at least 
Shed tears with thee : hard lot ! I find not one. 
Not one to pity, and to weep with me. 

Sen. Lady, and is it true ? This infamous 
And lying accusation . . • 

Oct. Save this last 
Dire outrage, all from Nero I expected ; 
And this alone increases all my suffering. 

Sen. Were ever folly and atrocity 
So mingled in fatuity of guilt ì 
Thou paragon of innocence and faith. 
Thou modest, gentle, and compassionate. 
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Thou, though accustomed to consort with Nero, 

Pure and unspotted : shalt thou of thy fame 

Be thus despoiled ? Oh no, it shall not be ! 

I yet exist, the living evidence 

Of all thy virtue ; Rome shall hear me yet 

Proclaim thee mnocent with my last breath : 

What heart so hard as not to pity thee ? 

Ah ! tell me not (what words can ill express) 

How bitter are thy tears : I feel it all, 

And share thy grief. 

Oct. But thou dost hope in vain. 
Nothing, till he has robb'd me of my fame, 
Does Nero deem that he has taken from me. 
All at his mercy lies : thyself wouldst share 
Ruin, and all in vain : ah ! thou indeed 
Makest me tremble for thyself. But yet 
Thy fame beyond the reach of man is placed 
By a long series of virtuous deeds : 
Ah, were it so with mine ! . • • But young, a woman. 
In a flagitious court brought up, on Heaven ! 
Guilty I may be deemed of shameful crimes. 
The world believes not, nor should it believe, 
That I preserve a love for Nero still : 
Yet though a thousand times in thousand forms 
He has infix'd the dagger in my breast, 
Still is the seeing that he loves another 
The grief surpassing every other grief. 

Sen, Nero still spares my life ; I know not why ; 
Nor do I know what destiny of mine 
Withdraws me from the track that Burrhus trod. 
And a few others eminent for virtue, 
That he has slain. Yet Nero, though he spare. 
Has not yet cancelled from his book of death 
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My proscribed name. Already had my hand 
Cut the precarious thread of my frail life. 
Had not the hope restrain'd me (ah deceiredi 
And scarce remaining hope !) that I one day 
Might recondyct him to the path of virtue. 
Yet, at the risk of this poor span of life. 
At least I hope to rescue from his hand 
Some innocent. Ah, mightest thou be she ! 
Oh migh( I spare thee in&my at least! 
Having done this, oh, how exultingly 
Should I expire ! 

Oct. At once I laid aside 
All thoughts of life when I these thresholds pass'd. 
Not that I fear not death ; whence should I gain 
Such strength of mind? 'Tis true, I fear to die : 
And yet I wish it ; and, with anxious thought, 
I turn to thee» thou master in the science. 

;S^ Ah !.. . think . • . Thou tear'st my heart • • . 

Oct^ Thou canst alone 
Deliver me ; from infamy at least • • • 
Infamy 1 now thou seest whence it falls 
On me : Poppaea dares impute to me 
The most disgraceful love. 

Sen. Oh worthy spouse 
Of cruel Nero ! 

Oct. Virtue certainly 
Does not enamour him : audacious, free, 
And overbearing manners, act on him, 
At once, as an incentive and a yoke : 
Tenderness wearies him. What have I not done 
To please him ? I respected, as a law, 
His smallest intimation ; and held sacred 
His every wish. Clandestmely I wept 
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My murdered brother ; for that act of hÌ8| 
If from my lips Nero obtained no praise, . 
Censure he never heard. I wept in silence ; 
And feign'd to think him guiltless of that blood: 
But to no purpose : Hwas my cruel fate, 
Whatever I attempted, to displease him. 

Sen. Could Nero ever love thee if thou wert noi; 
Impious and cruel ? Calm thyself a little. 
The day now dawns. Soon as the multitude 
Of thy return shall hear, 'twill wish to see thee. 
And give thee proofs of its entire attachment. 
From it I draw much hope ; at thy departure 
Its outcries were most turbulent ; nor ceased 
During thy absence discontented whispers. 
Greatly depraved, but still more greatly fearful. 
All that he would do, Nero dare not do. 
He fears the people. Fierce and proud he is ; 
Yet hitherto the throne beneath him totter»: 
And perhaps one day . • • 

Oct, What noise is this I hear ^ 

Sen, Methtnks the people ... * 

Oct They approach the palace • • • 
Oh heavens ! 

Sen, The cries of an insurgent people 
I seem to hear. 

Oct. What will become of us ì 

Sen, What fearest thou ? We are the only persons 
That in this horrible palace need not tremble • • . 

Oct. Louder and louder does the tumult swell. 
Ah wretched me ! Perhaps Nero is in dai^r • • • 
But who do I behold ì ' 

Sen. Nero ; he comes. 

Oct. In his ferocious and enswnguined eyes». 
Oh ! with what rage he burns !-— I tremble . • • 



ACT THE THIRD. 99 



SCXHB THE SECOND. 

NerOf Octaviaf Seneca* 

Ne. Who, 
Per6diou8 woman, who art thou, that thus 
jyi Rome is im id arms at thy return, 
And dares to snout thy name ? What dost thou here ì 
What plottest thou with that pernicious traitor ^ 
Ye both are in my power. The foolish people 
In vain demands to see thee. Ah ! I hope, 
At least, if I am forced to it, as thou 
Deservest to be shewn, to shew thee dead. 

Oct. Difese of me, oh Nero, as thou wilt. 
But of each popular commotion» ah I 
Believe that I am innocent. I ask, 
(I swear to thee) I neither ask, nor hope, 
Aught from the people's love : in spite of me, 
When it might injure thee, do thou prevent 
Th' involuntary «rror by my death. 

Ne. I would that «very one, -or ere thou'rt pu- 
nished. 
Should know thee as thou art, a malefactor. 

Sen. And dost thou hope the people to deceive 
With such a base untruth ? 

Ne. Thou also, thou. 
Thou cowardly fomenter of disturbance, 
Which thou thyself avoidest ; occult source 
Of these rebellious movements ; thou shalt be 
£re long the puny victim of my vengeance. 
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SCENB THE THIRD. 

Nero^ Ociamay Tigellinus, Seneca. 

Tu Emperor ... 

Ne. What brìog'st thou, Tigellinus ì speak. * 
Ti, More and more fervently the tempest rages : 
Thy judgment must apply the remedy. 
Scarce heard the people that a sovereign mandate 
Recalled Octavia to Rome, than each 
Is emulous to see her. Foolishly 
They deem that thou hast changed thy first resolve : 
And there are who assert that thou again 
Hast in thy bed received her. Wild with joy, 
These in the capitol prefer their vows; 
On the neglected statues of Octavia 
Those replace chaplets of triumphal laurel: 
Others, with transport drunk, dare to cast down 
Those of Poppala ; their audacity 
So far has risen, that, 'mid cries and shouts, 
Dragg'd in the dust and filth indignantly. 
Broken they lie. With epithets of scorn 
They execrate her name : and to the skies, 
Nero, with acclamations loud, extol : 
The greater part demands Poppiea's exile ; 
And some more cruel imprecate her death. 
Triumphant hymns, and threatenings, thou wilt hear ; 
Then prayers and threats again, and prayers once 

more. 
Each bosom bums : authority is fled. 
The soldiers and commanders tried to stem] 
The irresistible, impetuous torrent ; 
In vain they tried ; a moment saw them all 
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Confused, dispersed, discomfited, or slain. 
What shall we do > What is thy sovereign will ? 

Ne. What shall we do ?.. • The people must be» 
hold 
This their Octavia :*-^Let her then be slain. 

Oetm See my defenceless bosom : if it please thee 
Slay me at once. Ah, may my Mood appease thee. 
Shew me to th' inflamed multitude when dead : 
Thou wilt at once, by doing this, repress 
All culpable rejoicing. Let the urn. 
This is my sole request, receive my relics. 
That holds the ashes of Britannicus. 
So may thy throne find in our monument 
A sacred and an everlasting base. 
Why dost thou now delay ? receive my life ; 
I owe it to thy fiiry. 

Sen. If at once 
Thou wouldst to-day both lose thy throne and life. 
Certain the method is : Octavia slay. 

Ne, At all events on her I would take vengeance. 

Oct. Not only one death, I would have a thousand, 
Ere the least detriment I caused to Nero. 

Ti. But the time presses more and more* Hear'st 
thou 
Those savage bowlings ? I have never seen 
So furious an attack ; and so much less 
Surmountable, as 'tis th' effect of joy. 
'Tis needfiil to decide. 

Oct. Can it be doubtful ? 
Nero, henceforward, to prevent all tumult, 
'Tis indispensable to slay or love me. 
The one, thou couldst not even feign to do ; 
The other, for a long time thou hast wished : 
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Let courage crown thy wish ; slay me ; be bold i 

Or if this be not the propitious moment 

For sudh decision, temporize awhile s 

Thou easily may'st do it. Credulous 

The people are, and if their sudden movements 

Be from their channel turn'd, their force is lost» 

This will be easy; 'twill alone suflSce 

That I with placid looks present myself. 

As in thy favour I were reinstated ; 

That I but feign that I am thine. The crowd 

Will thus be soon dispersed ; all tumult quelPd. 

Thus to unsheathe thy sword wilt thou gain timey 

And to destroy thy victims. 

Ne, Yes, to Rome 
Will I present thee « but first will discover 
Whether I am in Rome the real master» 
Thou, Tigellinus, to the camp repsur ; 
SUenUy the pretorian bands assemble ; 
Jhence with a terrible, unexpected force^ 
On the refractory fall; and by the death 
Of whomsoever thou meetest mark thy steps. 

TÙ I will attempt it ; thoij^h the consequence 
Be most precarious. 'Twill, indeed, appear 
A harsh expedient to repress with swords 
A sudden gust of joy. And should it turn 
To indignation ì brief is the transition. 
'Tis no light task to cope with a whole city ( 
Suppose Uiat with my partisans I fall ; 
Who then remains in thy defence ì 

Ne. *Tis true . . . 
But yet to yield would seem • • , 

Tu Now trust to me : 
Do not incur a mighty danger lightly: 
10 
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Thy single presence might perchance at once 
Disperse them alL , 

Ne, Tlie guardian of Octavia 
I remain here. In my name do thou go. 
Shew thyself to them : what the people are 
Thou knowest well ; to temporize with them 
Will be the worst. At thy discretion fei^. 
Grant» promise, cheat, destroy, and put m practice 
Gold, terror, weapons, flattery, menaces, 
So that they be o'ercome. Go, fly, return. 

SCENE THE VOURTH- 

Nero, OctaviUf Seneca» 

Ne* Woe on thee, Seneca, if from this palace 
Thou dost attempt to stir! but keep Uiyself 
Out of my sight, let my eyes never see thee. 
Meanwhile prefer at will nefarious vows ; 
Hope and desire ; thy day of retribution 
Also approaches tjuickly. 

Sen, I expect it. 

SCENE THE FIFTH. 

NerOf Octavia, 

Ne» And thou, Octavia, this thy final triumph 
Fully enjoy ; for soon • . . 

Oct, The day, too late, 
Will also come when thou wilt know Octavia. 
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SCENE THE SIXTH* 

Popptra^ NerOf Octavia* 

Pop. Say, Nero, hast thou placed me at tby side. 
And on th^ throne, that I should be the sc<NrD, 
The laughing-stock of thy audacious people ? 
Bat what do I behold l while I ass tlMis 
The victim of derision, unavenged, 
Irresolute, and silest doet thou stand 
In presence of the author of thy wrongs Ì 
In truth, fit master of the world is Nero ! 
Yet notwithstanding does the multitude 
Prefer his wife lo htm. 

Od. Thou hast alone 
The heart of Nero : what dost thou then fear? 
I, a vile prisoner, I the hostage am 
Of the audacious people's wavenag fiuth. 
Do thou rejoice: soon as all things are cabo^ 
The transient wounds of thy ambitious heart 
Will find a sovereign balsam in my bloods 

Ne» Soon will thy shameful deeds be brought to 
light; 
The paltry idol Rome will soon behold 
Which for herself she raisedL Thy outrages, 
Foppsea^ will to honour be ascribed ; 
Her honours only to her infamy. 

Oct. And if there are who could coavict Octavia^ 
By fair and open proo&, of infiunj, 
I have already in my secret heart 
Chosen Popnsea as my only judge ; 
To thee do I appeal» Thou knowest well 
What criminahty it is to change 
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The afiècdons of the heart, what puniahment 
Thoae who are guilty of the crime deserve. 
But I am innocent, alas ! too much so» 
E'en in your ey^. Yes, quit my presence, thou 
Who standest here so haughty in thy virtue ; 
Thou darest not e'en now sustain my looks. 

Ne, How dar'st thou thus? Respect tiby empe- 
ror's wife ; 
And tremble . • • 

Pop. Heed her not. She chuses well 
In me her judge : what judge can she e'er find 
More mereifui ? What other punishment 
To her who has betrayed my Nero's love. 
What other punishment can I inflict 
Tkm that of losing him eternally ì 
What punishment to thee can be more light ? 
That vulgar love, which thou in vain concealest, 
Thoo hast obfeain'd my free consent to publirii. 
Yes, worthy mistress of Eucerus» I 
Would worthily to him afiiance thee. 

Oct. Alas ! Eucerus only is a veil 
To guilt compared with which e'en he is noble. 
But I with thee contend not : to that honour 
I was not born ; I am hot so audacious • • • 

Ne* To whom art thou now equals Thy base 
flame 
Makes tkee more viie than e'en the v^est handmaid : 
Yes, from thy rank^ and from thy noble birth, 
Thoo art entirely fidlem^ 

ObT. Less wouldst thoo hase me, 
If I had fallen thus to the lowest pkdi ; 
Or if iboB eouldst believe it. But I yield. 
If thua tbou wiliest^ every thing to thee 
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Except my innocence. Oh, cruel Nero, 

Nor can I cease, whatever thou be'st, to love thee^ 

Nor for that love to blush : immense disgrace, 

*Tis true, I feel it to proclaim myself 

The rival of Poppaea : but I am not ; 

Never did she love thee : thy rank, thy throne. 

And all the splendour that encircles thee, 

These, and not Nero, have secured her heart. 

Ne* Perfidious woman, now, e'en now . . • 

Oct, And thou, 
When I began to love thee, such thou wert not : 
Perhaps thou wert bom for virtue : never, never 
Didst thou discover in thy early years 
Such dire propensities* Who has thus changed 
Thy nature, changed thy heart? she that bewitched 
Thy faculties ; she first instructed thee 
To thirst for blood ; she is the curse of Rome. 
My own wrongs 1 suppress, which arc the least ; 
But by thy means the very Tyber runs 
Distain'd with blood ; brother, and mother . • • 

Ne. Cease, 
Be silent, leave me, or I • • . 

Pop, Does she merit 
The indignation of my lord ? Abuse 
Is the accustomed idle subterfuge 
Of the convicted. If she could offend me, 
Or thou couldst yield belief to what she says. 
One of her words alone had wounded me. 
What said she l that I love thee not ? thou knowest . « 

Oct^ Better than he thou know'st it; he would 
know it 
If he should lose the throne ; then would he fully 
Behold thee as thou art. Ah why, oh throne^ 
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The only cause that Nero hates me thus, 
Wert thou my cradle ì Ah ! why sprung I not 
From obscure blood ì to thee had I then been 
Less hateful, less suspected, less displeasing* 

Ne. To me less hateful ? Thou wert always so, 
And now thou art much more so : but that hate 
Will now be transient. 

Pop» And if I boast not 
Imperial ancestors, dost thou infer 
My blood is thence obscure ì Yet if it were, 
'Twere a sufficient solace not to be 
Daughter of Messalina. 

Oct. My forefathers 
Sat on the throne ; from thence to all the world 
Their failinp are divulged ; but who e'er heard 
Of thy obscure and unknown ancestors ? 
Yet if betwixt us any one should dare 
To make comparisons, could he allege 
Against Octavia an exchange of husbands ? 
Am I perchance the refuse of a Rufus, 
OrofanOtho? 

Ne. For a little while, 
Of death art thou the refuse* Now, the mode 
Of thy destruction is alone uncertain ; 
Thou capst but change it for the worse. — Depart^ 
Meanwhile keep thou to thy apartments ; go ; 
And let me no more hear thee. 

SCENE THE SEVENTH* 

Nero, Poppaa» 

Ne. Learn, Poppsea, 
To know thyself, to know thy Nero, better. 
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Should I abandon Rome to fire and sword, 
And should I bury with myself my throne^ 
I swear to thee» this outrage is the last 
That thou shalt bear from her ; nor from my hands 
Shall she be ever rescued.«««<]!alm thyself; 
Resume thy confidence ; confide in me • • . 
Pop. I have no fear except to die not thme • • • 
Ne. Ah ! cease. The tumult rapidly has risen, 
And quickly will subside : I also now 
Prepare myself for action» Be secure ; 
Of all the mdignities that thou hast suÀr'd, 
Me wilt thou speedily behold th' avengen 

ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCENE THE 7IRST. 

PoppaCf Seneca* 

Pop. Of me what wouldst thou ? 

Sen. Pardon me> I come 
Inopportunely ; but, perchance, I come 
For thy advantage. 

Pop. Wherefore; now» in thee 
Springs such solicitude for my advantage ì 
Say, wert thou ever, art thou now, my friend ì 
What other reason than to injure me ? • . . 

Sen» I never would* assuredly, assist thee, ~ 
Did not the means of least risk to Octavia, 
With means of thy advant^e, coalesce. 
Pity for th* innocent, illustrious lady, 
A love of justice, and long weariness 
Of my disgracefril and unfruitful life. 
Lead me to speak ; and from no other source 
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Except thy intereet, daini I, or expaet. 
From thee a patient bearing. 

Pop. Let us hear : 
What canst thou say to me ? 

Sen* That thou wilt soon 
Become displeasing to the heart of Nero» 
If he perceive the multitude persist 
Tenaciously in hating thee. In this 
I speak to thee the truth : I know Poppcea, 
NerOy the times, and Rome. 

Pop. Thou knowest aU 
Except thyself. 

Sen. Men at my death will see 
Whether I know myself. Hear me meanwhile ; 
Hear me, I pray thee. To thy own destruction, 
With too much wishing to destroy Octavia, 
Thou hastenest now. Rome taxes thee alone 
Both with her exile and divorce : to thee 
'Twill always be ascribed, if infamy, 
Or greater punishment await her. Hence 
The aversion 'gainst thyself, intense already. 
The rancorous whisperings, a thousand-fold 
Will be increased. The people, mutinous. 
Are not dispersed ; yet, grant that it were so. 
Does not the day return in which 'twill be 
Still more tremendous ? Tremble for thyself, 
Poppiea ; for thy Nero has a heart. 
If self-defence required the sacrifice, 
To immolate the whole to save himself. 
Perhaps a light obstacle allures to love ; 
But quickly one that's insurmountable 
Destroys it in a bosom not sublime. 
Then flatter not thyself: for Nero holds 
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iAnd for a long time has he held) the throne» 
ar, far more precious than thy love, or thee. 
And woe on thee» if he is forced by Rome, 
To chuse betwixt you both. 

Pop» And I hola Nero 
Far, far more precious than the throne. If I 
Fear'd, on my own account, to risk his safety • . . 
But, what dost thou suggest? Is Nero not 
The absolute lord of Rome ? and shall he heed 
A vile and apprehensive multitude, 
Which silently, implicitly, obeyed 
Tiberius and Caligula? 

Sen* Thou shouldst heed it, 
If thou wilt not that Nero for himself 
Should tremble at it ; yes, defy all fear, 
Remove the last remaining check from Nero; 
And thou of this wilt be the first to feel 
The sad effects. Useless is all the blood 
Which solemnized thy fatal nuptial rites. 
If ye dare add to-day Octavia's blood. 
Reflect on Agrippina : her fierce son 
She loved, but well she knew him ; she would never. 
From the apprehension of his rival brother. 
Never exempt him. His ferocious cunning 
At last prevail'd ; and the unhappy youth 
Imbibed the guilty poison in his breast. 
Vain were the mother's arts, and soon for them 
She paid herself the penalty. From thence 
More resolute in crime, Nero we saw 
Day after day more deeply plunge in blood» 
Octavia now remains to such a monster 
The only check ; Octavia, Nero's terror, 
Idol of Rome. Octavia take away ; 
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Let him possess thee in tranquillity ; 

Soon wilt thou see him cloy'd. He loves thee novr. 

Because he has purchased thee with so much blood ; 

But if a danger, though a feeble one, 

Thou cost him, love is gone. Ah then expect 

That meed of which Nero was never sparing ; 

To those who love him most, the death most cruel. 

Pop. He comes ; proceed. 

Sen* 'Tis what I most desire. 

SCENE THE SECOND. 

iVero, PopptBa^ Seneca. 

Ne, Obey'st thou thus my prohibition, rebel ? . • • 

Pop. Ah come ! ah come ! and thou shalt hear . . • 

Ne. Hear what ? 
Ere long and he shall also hear from me 
The selt-same arguments which I prepare 
For all the people. But, oh rage ! £*en yet 
That execrable tumult ceases not : 
Fruitless are prayers : ere long the sword shall come, 
And it shall clear away an ample passage. 
Poppsea, calm thy spirits : thou shalt see 
Thy images to*morrow rise again 
To heaven : and in the same filth, but bedaubed 
With noisome, sable gore, thou shalt behold 
Thy rivals dragged. 

Poo. Whatever from this ensues, 
Let Rome from thee now know that I have not 
From thee exacted blood to expiate 
This offered outrage ; though it cost me much 
To bear it. Yet the guilty people dares 
Allege against me cruel views ; and he, 
e2 
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This thy preceptor» àates to second them. 
Though he beheve them not Thee I attest. 
Thee, my first deity, of this s thou knowest 
If I f^om thee have ever asked for aught 
Except Octavia*s exile. Evermore 
To see her near me> who, without desert, 
My Nero first possest, afflicted me : 
But, with her exUe satisfied, I deem'd 
That she, for her so many crimes, received. 
In losinff thee, an ample punishment ; 
A punishment which I • • • 

Ne, Let Seneca, 
And, with him, let the vulgar prate at will. 
Soon by convincing proofs Til shew to Rome 
What this her idol is. 

Sen, Nero, take heed ; 
It b more easy for thee to alarm. 
Than to cheat Rome : the one thou oft hast done ; 
The other never. 

Ne. But of thee, thou knowest, 
I often have avail'd myself to dieat her ; 
And thou in this wert tractable • • . 

Sen. I too 
Was often culpable; but I abode 
In Nero's court* 

Ne. Vile slave ! . • 

Sen, I was, so long 
As I was silent ; but now the day arises 
When I unloose, to words ne'er heard before^ 
My tongue, no longer parasitical. 
'Tis true, that words will be a poor atonement 
For my deh'nquency ; but perhaps my fame 
May be recovered by a lofty death; 
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Ne* I will give thee the fame thou meritest. - 
Sen* While still I hear the murmurs of the people. 
Which by the salutary check of fear 
Soften thy fury, thou'rt constrained to bear me. 
Meanwhile my heart exults to irritate 
Thy haughty passions ; and to make thee hear, 
So make thee hear, the truth ; that when again 
Thy courage thou resumest, I shall fall 
Its victim first ; and if on me the blow 
Of thy revenge first fall not, on Octavia, 
I swear to thee, it never shtdl descend. 
The already mutinous people I can raise. 
And to more fury I can raise than ever ; 
I can and will fully rereal to them 
Our infamous contrivanees ; and thus, 
More than thou thinkest, to the extremest edge 
Of fathomless perdition hurry thee.— 
I was the counsellor of Nero once ; 
And mail'd my heart for him in borrowed steel ; 
I, grovellingly, believed to flatter him. 
Or rather feigned belief, (alas too much !) 
That circumventive arts for the lost throne 
Rightfully cost Britannicus his life ; 
That Agrippina, since she gave to thee 
The throne, was guilty; Plautius, and Sllius, 
Guilty in being reputed worthy of it ; 
And lastly feign'd that Burrhus too was guilty 
From having many times preserved it for thee. 
But guilty more than all the rest I deem'd, 
And still I deem myself: and will proclaim it, 
In life and death proclaim it openly. 
To every creature that my voice can reach. 
Satiate Uiy rage on me; thou mayest securely ; 
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But tremble, Nero, if thou slay 'st Octavia : 

To thee I do announce it, all her blood 

Will turn, with large addition, to o'erwhelm thee.— 

I've spoken ; it benoved me once to speak. — 

Thou wilt hereafter in reply bestow 

On me— and at thy greatest leisure— death. 

SCENE THE THIRP. 

Nerot Poppcea» 

Pop. Emperor, appease thy rage • • . 
' Ne* For words like these 
I'll make thee pay ere long.-^Oh insolence ! . • 
Then am I here of all men least, the slave 
Of every braggard, till my army come ? 
Of Gontradictoiy and diverse schemes 
On every side I have a stress : and those» 
Whom by a sudden blow I would o'erwhelm, 
By long elaborate contrivances. 
And one by one, I'm forced to immolate. 

Pop, On what compunction in my heart I feel ! 
What conflict in myself! Of all thy cares 
I am the guilty reason, I alone. 

Ne. The more thou costest me, the more I love 
thee. 

Pop* 'Tis time at length, oh Nero, it is time, 
That, by myself, a lofty remedy 
Should be applied, since I alone possess it. 
Ne'er hope the audacious people will be tranquil 
While I am with thee. Ah, Rome now disdains 
That generous progeny of the mighty Caesars 
Which I shall give her soon. 'Twere better far 
That on the miscreated lineage 
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Of an Egyptian slave the imperial Bw&y 
Hereafter should devolve. A powerful mind, 
Such as perchance I have not, could alone 
Tear up this evil by the roots. Although 
A pretext I afibrd, and nothing else, 
To popular commotions which arise 
Elsewhere, yet have I in my heart decreed • • » 
Ah, yes, but too irrevocably fixed I . . . 
I ought to do it, and I will • • • 

Ne, Ah! cease — 
It was my business to gain time with time, 
And somewhat of it I have gain'd already. 
What fear'st thou now ? Depend upon it, we 
Shall be triumphant . . . 

Pop, Ah permit that I, 
If at thy feet I do not now expire, 
Give thee my last farewel . . • 

Ne, What sayest thou ? 
Arise I Shall I leave thee ? 

Pop. What profits it 
To feign with me ì Do not I plainly see, 
Emperor, that thou, alone to calm my spirits, 
Forcest thyself to hide from me thy fears i 
Do not I read thy heart's most secret movements 
In thy beloved face ? A lady's eye, 
Sharpen'd by love, sees all things at a glance.— 
At the audacious popular commotion 
Octavia's coming caused, thou wert at first 
Astonish'd ; now thou hear'st the hardihood 
Increasing, which affrighted . . . 

Ne, I afirighted ? 

Pop. 1 know thy firm heart still persists in ven- 
geance ; 
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But doubtful are the means : meanwhile dost thou 

Remain obnoxious to repeated insults. 

Thou wert constrain'd e'en now to hear with patience 

Tlie irreverent babblings of a Seneca : 

Thou seest clearly . . • 

Ne. I afirighted ì 

Pop. Yes; 
For me then art so !— of another fear 
Thou'rt not susceptible: thou fed'st alarm'd. 
Lest on my head the popular storm should fall. — 
Couldst thou now love» and not be apprehensive Ì 
For me, 'tis easy from my own distress. 
To infer th^ state. Distracted by thy danger» 
Full of thy image» mindless of myself 
The transient &sh of a precarious peace 
Suffices not to calm me. To our fears 
I wish to put an end, and extricate 
Thee from all risk» by my own sacrifice^— 
For ever I will lose thee, to preserve 
Entire for thee the affections of thy people* 

Ne. But what l dost think me • . • 

Pop. Nero» sa^ no more : 
I will, in spite of thee» promote thy good : 
I am resolved to abdicate thy throne ; 
To chuse a voluntary banishment 
From Rome ; and» if need be» from the vast empire. 
Her, whom the multitude would now enthrone» 
Let her be empress» since the multitude 
Is made the arbiter of thy affections : 
Yes» let her have the throne» (this is the least) 
But she will have my Nero's bed and love. . • 
• . • Unhappy that I am !.. . Thus wilt thou have 
Security and peace.—- 'Twill be to me 
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A solace» if a solace I deserre, 

And if I cannot, while I IWe, possess thee, 

'Twill be to me an an^e solace, thus, 

By quitting, to have snatch'd thee from all danger ••• 

Ne. Yield, lady, to the entreaties of thy coneorl; 
0r the injunctions of thy lord respect. 
From me thou canst not, no, not e'en thyself 
Can, take thyself away; except my life. 
And my vast empire should be first snatch'd from 

me. 
No human force can do it. To my vengeance, 
Which ought to be so memorably fierce, 
And to th ungovernable rage that boils 
Within mv breast, (e'en I am forced to own it) 
Compared with their intensity, the means 
By which they operate are slow ; and perhaps 
They seem more tardy than they really are : 
But is a vengeance resolute like mine. 
Because suspended, dead ì 

Pop. To save thyself. 
Or to acauire more time, believe me, Nero, 
My banishment is indispensaUe.-^ 
Wouldst thou that I should by constraint depart. 
While now I can with a good grace ? The people 
Dare menace even this ; ^nd this will be 
The mildest of its threatenings. It pretends 
To chuse another husband for Octavia, 
And that he reign with her. Thus, thou dost see, 
Sovereign arbitrement in her is centred. 
Shall I permit thee for Poppssa's sake 
^exchange the throne ? Ah ! Nero, take at once 
My last farewell... 

Ne* Cease, cease : this is too much. 
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Pop. And even should the day arrive^ when thou 
Shalty o'er Octavia, and the people, gain 
Sovereign ascendency, thou wilt incur 
Thence, in no small degree, eternal hate. 
And then, who knows ì thpu mightest blame for this 
Wretched Poppsea. That which now thou feel'st, 
Genuine regard for me, who knows, if thou 
Repentant, wilt not then, for hate, exchange it ì 
Ob heaven ! At such a thought my blood runs cold. 
Ah ! let me sooner die afar from thee . . . 
But thus, at least, I carry to the tomb 
Thy love, with me, entire . • . 

Ne. Let this suffice ; 
My rage already is too much inflamed • • . 
Dismiss all projects of abandoning me. 
Rome, and the world, and heaven, permit it not, 
Mine shalt thou always be : this Nero swears; 

SCEME THE FOURTH. 

Ttgellinus, Nero, Poppcea* 

TÙ Long live the emperor. 

Ne. Hast thou slain, dispersed them ì 
Am I the lord of Rome ì — But what ? thou comest 
With an unbloody sword ? 

TU The time for blood 
Is not yet come ; but it approaches swifUy. 
But yet the greatest art is necessary ; 
Various reports I spread among the people : 
Now, that thou perhaps didst meditate once more 
To reinstate Octavia ; if she could 
From some aspersions of malignant tongues 
Exonerate her fame: now, that the wild,. 
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And frantic insults to Poppoea shewn. 
Had, even in Octavia's bosom, roused 
A noble indignation { and that she 
Returns to Rome the harbinger of peace» 
Not of disturbance . • . 

Pop. Thinks the foolish people 
That I, for her, feel pity ? • • • 

^e. Always art, 
Always ? Never the sword ? 

TÙ The circumstance 
The most improbable, sometimes appears 
True to the people. At these various tales. 
Whether convinced, or wearied, it repress'd, 
In a great measure^ the extravagance 
Of its rebellious joy. Meanwhile the day 
Declines { and night's lugubrious shade will be 
A signal to far other arguments. 
Already the pretorians noiselessly 
Have mustered ; many are proscribed already. 
The sun to*morrow will arise in blood ; 
And thence in silence. Yet if thou dost wish 
Complete extinctions ere to-morrow's close 
Of all refractory broils \ if thou dost wish 
A desolation long and terrible, 
Should, to a false and transient joy, succeed ; 
Thou art constrain'd now to full light to bring 
The heavy accusations urged already 
Against Octavia : by another method 
Thou ne'br wilt fully consummate thy purpose. 
Thou canst not slay at will . . . 

Ne. So much the worse. 

Ti. But thou mayst all convince. This, I assure 
thee, 
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Is the last massacre where art is neediul. 

Ne. Go, Tigellinusy since we are constrainM to't. 
And the projected accusation urge 
With cautious vehemeiice. Poppcea, now, 
Let us depart; soon shall we both obtain 
A complete triumph o'er this impious woman. 
Meanwhile the day will come, when my revenge 
ShaJl be secured without the aid of others. 

ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCENE THE VIRST. 

Octwoia. 

Oct. Behold» already is the people hush'd : 
All tumult ceases ; and a silence reigns, 
As fall the shades of night, Uke that of death. 
Here Pm commanded to expect my fate : 
So Nero will'd.— ^-While I thus weep alone. 
What is he doing ? In disgraceful revels 
Is he already ushering in the night ì 
Feels he iu safety then ? So quickly ? Fully ì ... 
And lives he in security ! But, prompt 
To fear, and prompt to banish fear, he yields 
Ko credit to a distant danger: Ah ! 
May such an error not to him prove fatal !-— 
Now midst the obscene, and inebriate revels 
Of an intemperate table, he prepares. 
There is no doubt, an agonizing death 
For me. Thus did I see my brother slain 
Amid nocturnal orgies ; cliaracter'd. 
In bloody symbols, at the nightly banquet. 
Was Agrippina^s fate : the trembling limbs 
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Of all his ftmily» are now become 

The holocaust most sayoury to bis sense ; 

The sacrificial requisite to illustrate» 

And ffive a poignance to his festal triumphs. 

But toe time passes ; and no one approaches . • . 

And I know nothing • • . can e*en Seneca 

With all the rest abandon me ì Perchance 

He breathes no more • • • Oh heaven !.. « and he 

alone 
Pitied my su&rings . . • Nero perhaps on him 
Has wreak'd his fury . . . But> oh joy ! He comes. 

fiCENS THE SECOND. 

Octaviaf Seneca» 

Od. Oh joy ! art thou then living, Seneca ì 
Oh come, my more than father . • . What is this ? 
Thou wear'st a less dejected countenance : 
What tidings dost thou bring me ì 

Sen. Unaspersedy 
Enjoy eternally thy innocence. 
Thy unexampled goodness with its warmth 
Has touched the obduracy of servile hearts, 
Inflaming them to virtue. 'Mid the pangs 
Of the most cruel martyrdom, thy maidens. 
All, with one voice, the invented crime denied. 
DistinguishM by her firmness from the rest. 
Marcia, with masculine and free-bom aspect, 
(Enough to make us trembling slaves ashamed) 
Fixing on Nero her undaunted looks, 
Now Tigellinus, and now Nero, she, 
With a loud voice, alternately proclaimed 
Impious impostors : rapt with generous rage 
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Triumphantly she chaunted solemn hymns, 
Commemorative of Octavia's virtue, 
'Mid torments seemed incapable of pain, 
And thus heroically breathed her last. 

OcU Ah victim, worthy of a better fate ! • . . 
But what boots this ? To redeem mine, what blood 
Can now suffice ? 

Sen, More difficult than ever 
Will Nero find it now to spill that blood. 
Thou hast gain'd fame and honour, where the tyrant 
Hoped to draw on tliee infamy and death. 
Even Eucerus his approaching fate 
With benedictions haii'd. Now horrid oaths, 
By which his spirit to the infernal gods 
rie consecrates ; now free ferocious words, 
He utters, which attest thy innocence ; 
And now he swears that ropes, and swords, and axes, 
To him are far more welcome, than the gold 
Which, as the price of calumny, was proffer'd* 
To every man around him he revealed 
The ineffectual bribes of Tigellinus: 
The very executioners themselves, 
Smitten with unaccustomed horror, listened, 
And e'en in spite of their ferocious office 
Kept him at bay, and dallied with his death. 
These grateful tidings to impart to thee 
Swiftly I came. 

Oct* See, who approaches now : 
See him, and hope. 

Sen. Oh heaven ! 
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SCENE THE THIRD. 

Tigellinusy Octavia^ Seneca» 

Ti, The emperor 
Sends me to thee. 

Oct» Ah ! bringest thou my death ? 
Now that my innocence is proved, Hwill be 
To me acceptable. 

TÙ Thy emperor yet 
Holds thee not guiltless ; and to make thee so, 
'Twas not enough to fortify with poison, 
Eucenis, and thy accessory handmaids, 
And baffle thus the instruments of torture. 
Thou hast exempted them from pangs, 'tis true, 
But thou hast taken from thyself the means 
Of exculpation. 

Oct. What new subterfuge ? . . . 

TÙ Nero now interdicts, that trespasses 
Not clearly proved should be alleged against thee. 
Another now, another accusation, 
Far difièrent to the former one, awaits thee; 
And this delinquent, not constrained by torture, 
But free, unquestioned, comes to ask for mercy. 

Oct. And what delinquent f Tell me. 

TÙ Anicetus. 

Sen, The executioner of Agri|>pÌQa ! 

Oct, What do I hear ? 

Ti, The same that Nero saved 
From imminent danger : to his emperor them 
Faithful he stood ; thou, lady, afterwards 
Mad'st him a traitor. He> repentant, now. 
Flies on thy steps ; first he himself accuses^ 
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And all discovers : but not less for this 
His pumshment awaits him. 

Oct. What imposture ! . . • 

TÙ Perhaps, then, he did not promise that the 
troops. 
Of which he is the leader in Misenus, 
Should, at thy wish, rebel ?•— And^ on what terms. 
Ought 1 to tell thee i 

Oct. Oh, forlorn of hope ! 
What do I hear ? Oh execraUe race ! 
Oh times!... 

Ti. On thee does Nero row inmose. 
To clear thyself at once of riiametol intrigaes> 
Of instigating leaders to rebel» 
Of disaffected words, of stratagems 
So often, yel so fruitlessly, contrived 
Against Poppoea ; and of popular tumuhs; 
Or he insbts that thou coi^ess thy guilt: 
And for this purpose he allows to tbee 
Tltts coffliiig day. 

Oct. . • • Too muck h» gives to me— ^ 
Go thou, return to him : beg him that he 
Here with Poppcea come. I would alóne 
To them disburthen my so many crimes : 
I ask no more : So much obtain for me ; 
Go* Let Poppoea come exultingly 
In my disgrace to triumph ; I eaqpeet her. 

SCBIiS THS VOUftTH* 

Octavia, Seneca. 

Sen. What wouldst thou do ) 
Oct. Expire before their eyes. 
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Sen. What dost thou say ?.. . Alas if thou dost 
wish ity 
He will forbid thy death. 

OcU And would I ask 
Such an inestimable gift from Nero ?-— 
From others I demand it ; and I hope • • • 

Sen. Nero was once well known to me ; but yet^ 
I must confess, that now I am overwhelmed 
With blank astonishment. Each moment he» 
Passing all thought of other men, becomes 
More terrible. 

Oct. For a most lofty purpose, 
I in my secret thought have chosen thee. 
Oh Seneca. Thou mayest prove to me. 
If love, esteem, or pity in thy breast 
Thou bear^st for me, to-day. To me wert thou 
Of incorruptible and spotless virtue 
The inculcator ; thou art call'd upon 
To be to me this day the minister 
Of necessary death. 

Sen. What do I hear 2 • • . 
Oh heaven ! ... A voluntary deadi should be 
The offipring of involuntary impulse. 

Oct. Am I so sunken then in thy esteem, 
That thou accouMtest me incapable 
Of an immutable arbitrement ? 
Now, is not death of all the menaced evils. 
Perhaps the least f What else remains for me i 
Speak. — Thou art silent ì 

Sen* Oh disastrous day ! 

Oct. Speak; speak— What else remains for me 
to do? 

Sen. JAj heart thou rendest • * . But can I e'er be 
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Cruel to such a pitch ? 

Oct. Shall wisdom now 
In thee be so fallacious ì Canst thou be 
So cruel as to see me dragged the victim 
Of my ferocious rival, who esteems 
My death an insufficient sacrifice 
Not joined with infamy ? Hast thou the heart 
To see Octavia again exposed 
To the indecent and extorted charges 
Of every ribald sycophant ? To see her 
Deliver^ over to the insatiable, 
And frantic rage of Nero ? 

Sen. Why have I 
Lived to see this ? ... Oh inauspicious day ! 

Oct. But what now stops ihee ? . • . And what fear- 
est thou ? 
Perhaps thou hast yet a hope ì 

Sen. Who knows ? 

Oct. Thou, less 
Than any other, hopest : thou dost know 
Nero too well : thou for thyself hast fix*d 

4 And certainly wouldst not to me deny it) 
'o escape from him by voluntary death. 
Thou firm in this, herein dost thou deem me 
Inferior to thyself; and lovest me ? 
Nero is dreadful to me while I see * 

This wretched and tormented frame of mine, 
The dwelling of my soul. He may subject it 
To all that's exc[uisite in pain and sorrow. 
And should I yield to menaces and torments ? 
And if firom fear there should escape my lips 
Of not committed, nor imagined faults, 
A forced confession ? • • . For a length of time 
8 
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Accustomed to behold death near at hand, 
Thou art secure : not thus am I ; in age 
Yet immature, and in my heart unbraosd ; 
Nursed in the lap of delicate indulgence ; 
Ne'er schooled by nature to the natural virtues ; 
And 'gainst a premature, and cruel death 
Armed feebly, and imperfectly: by thee. 
If so thou wilt, I may escape from life ; 
But have not constancy to wait for deaths 

Sen. Oh wretched me ! with my declining years 
I hoped to rescue thine. 'Twas my design 
That from my lips the people should have heard 
The hidden, wicked, horrid arts of Nero ; • • • 
But I have lived in vain : all Rome is hushed ; 
And onlv listens to its wretched fears. 
To me toe esress from this fatal place 
Is now forbidden ... Oh heaven ! who can prevail, 
Himself not impious, 'gainst an impious master ! 

Oct. Thou weepest ? • • • Me from in£uny and 



Ah save ! • • • r rom death, thou seest 'tis in vain 
To expect it. Save me» pity bids thee • • • 

Sen. Though 
I e'en were willing . • Now • . in such short space ? « 
I have no sword with me ; and instantly 
Comes Nero • . . 

Oct. PoÌ8<m thou hast always with thee : 
In these opprobrious thresholds, of the just 
The sole resource. 

Sen. I, • • • with me i • . ^ 

Oct. Yes ; thyself 
Toldest me this in former times: ah then 
Like a fond father to a daughter, thou 
VOL. II. r 
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To me retealed'st the most seeret thought» 

Of thy afflicted soul* Remember» ah \ 

I also wept with thee at thy recital.—- 

But, wouldest thou deny it ? I already 

Am risen above mysel£ Necessity 

Makes e'en the weakest valiant. Instantly 

Comes Nero ; at his side he always wears 

A dagger : I will spring towards it, and grasp it» 

And with it pierce mywlf • • • My hand perchance 

May lack address ; yet I will msike the attempt. 

Of having sought to murder him, at once 

I shall be charged by Nero : and thou wilt see niM 

Doom'd to a death of unexampled suffering* 

Sen. Ah, spare me, lady : this is worse than death ! • . 
Thou would'st by me obtain it • • • thou'rt mistaken • • « 
I have DO poison with me • • • 

Oct. Dost not thou 
Wear on thy finger still a faithful ring ì 
Behold it ; i will have it • • • 

Sen. Ah! desist... 

Oei. In vain • • • I grasp it. And I know its use : 
Its contents yield a swifl and painless death. 

Sen. I call the heavens to witness • • . I conjure 
thee, • • • 
Restore it to me ... If another wav . • • 

Oct. No other way remains. Behold it opened • • • 
I have already with my breath absorbed 
The dust mortiferous ... 

Sen. Woe, woe is me ! 

Oct. May heaveareward thee for the precious gift, 
To me so opportune • • • See, Nero comes • . , 
Ah hasten • . • death ... to set my spirit • • • firee* 
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SCBKX THE FIFTH* 

NerOf PoppaOf TigellinuSf OciaKda, Seneca. 

Ne. Thoìi fatal cause of all that I endure ! 
Who from my hands can rescue thee at last i 
Who now shouts for thee ? Where is all the people ?•*- 
Thou hast well chosen : His thy last resource 
To manifest thj^self, and so to publish 
To Rome and all the world thy countless crimes ; 
To clear me to my people, and receive 
What thou desenrest» deadi with infamy. 

Sen. The moment was well chosen ; I repent • 
No more. 

Oct. Already art thou fully cleared. 
Oh Nero ; triumphs— That I e'er was thine» 
And that I ever loved thee» I have given 
Myself ahready the due punishment. 

Ne. The punishment ? What hast thou done ? 

Oct. My veins 
Already have imbibed a mortal poison* 

Ne, And whence ?.. • 

Pop. Ohy Nero» now thou'rt mine indeedé 

Ne. The poison whence ì ... 'Tis false. 

Ti. Thou oughtest not 
To trust her words ; a vigilant guard • • • 

Sem A guard 
May be dduded; thus with thine it fared. 
The gods refuse not, to the just, deliverance. 

Oct. Poison will soon destroy me ; thou wilt see it: 
Behold, who in compassion gave it to me ; 
Rather, to say the truth, I snatched it from him* 
He will exult in it^ if thou for this 
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Should'st punish him ; thence I conceal it not* 
See» my salvatioii in this jewel lay. 
Thouy on the day of our disastrous nuptials» 
Shouldest have given me a gem like this. 

Ne. I see it ; yes, this is the last, this is 
The plot the most atrocious, to make me 
The abhorrence of all Rome. Ah miscreant, thou 
Contrivedst it, but soon • . • 

Pop. Thou hast escaped, 
Octavia, from thy punishment ; in vain 
Thou hopest to escape from infamy. 

Oct. Shall I reply to thee ? — To my last words 
Do thou, oh Nero, listen. I now touch, 
Believe me, on that awful crisis touch. 
When mortal fears and hopes alike subsidei 
When simulation can no more avail, 
E'en had I ever practised it ... I die : 
And Seneca destroys me not : . • • thou only. 
Thou sTayest me, oh Nero : though not giv'n 
By thee, the poison whence I die is thine. — 
I charge thee not with this as with a crime* 
Sooner thou should'st have done this ; from the mo- 
ment 
In which I first became displeasing to thee, 
'Twere far less cruel then in thee to slay me, 
Than to bestow thyself upon a lady, 
Who, willing it, ne'er could know how to love thee. 
But all 1 pardon thee ; and pardon thou 

4 My only crime) if I from thee have wrested, 
W hastening thus my death a few brief hours, 
Tne pleasure of unlimited revenge.— 
All, Nero, all I willingly had ffiv'n thee 
Except my honour ; and for thee had suffered 
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AH mortal pangs save that of infamy • • . 
I hope no injury will result to thee • . . 
From ... my .. « decease* The throne is thine ; en- 
joy it : 
May peace be thine . . . Round thy ensanguined bed • • 
I swear to thee ... to never • . . never • • . come • • . 
A mournful spectre • . to disturb . • thy . . dreams • • - 
Meanwhile one day thou wilt know her.— 

Ne^ The more 
I know her, more I love her ; and I swear 
Always to love her more* 

Sen* These words inflict 
The last shock on her heart : she dies • • • 

Pop. Oh comcy 
Let us now quit these horrible apartments. 

Ne. Yes, let us go : and }et the camp and Rome 
Know that I slew ^er not : and also know 
The crime and punishment of Seneca. 

SCENE THE SIXTH. 

Seneca. 

Sen. I will forestall thee.-— Future times shall 
know. 
Exempt from fear and flattery, the truth» 



TIMOLEON, 

A TRAGEDY. 



DRAMATIS PERSONJE. 

TlMOLXON. DbMARISTE. 

TiMOFHANBS. Soldievi of Timophanes, 

ECHII.UB. 

ScsNS|— The Dwelling of Timophanes in Corinth. 
ACT THE FIRST. 

SCBNX THB VIRST. 

TimojAanes, Echilm. 

Tm. Echilusy no ; if at my side the sword 
Distain'd with blood thou seest» to use force 
I am not led by haughtiness of heart; 
The general good impels me thus to act ; 
The fìune of Corinth which in me has placed 
Its delegated power. 

Ech. Hearen knows I love thee ! 
Betwixt us even from our earliest years 
The strictest ties of amity were formed. 
To which more sanctimonious ties of blood 
Were added afterwards. A happier day 
I never saw than that on which i gave thee. 
As consort, my beloved, only sister. 
When against Argos and Pleones fighting, 
I witnessed by thy side unheard-of proofs 
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Of martial valdur, thoa tubduedst me 

With wonder that enhanced my former fondness. 

Thou canst not, and thou oughtest not to live 

Obscure in privacy : but I behold 

The most illustrious blood of Corinth spilled 

By thee ; and thou a tyrant's odious name 

Dost thence acquire. Such hitherto I deem 

Thou art not ; but intense disquietude 

In hearing this consumes me. 

Tim» And perchance, 
In acting tlius, a grief not less intense 
Preys on my heart. Yet what else can I do, 
If I am forced, in order to secure 
The city's quiet, to adopt such measures? 
That full four hundred swords should wait my nod. 
Even my fellow citizens themselves 
Have deemed advisable. I have mown down, 
'Tis true, some lives distinguished, but obnoxious. 
Which were already equitably due 
To public vengeance ; and tliere still remain 
m-oisposed persons of that corrupt seed, 
Who, naving long been used to sell themselves. 
Their city, and their suffrages, complain 
Of my authority. That power they find 
Too great a hindrance to their venal guilt; 
Hence all this envy, tumult^ and disturbance. 

Ech. Confusion, discord, and the love of party, 
The insolence of the nobles, it is true. 
Almost have overwhelmed us. And, perchance. 
What form of government would suit us best, 
'Twould now perplex me to decide : but all 
With me protest, that we will ne'er endure 
A form that ìb not absolutely free* 
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With more complacency^ I should behold 
Thy methods to secure internal peace. 
If they were purchased with less blood. 

Tim. Sometimes 
Blood, for the sake of sparing it, is spilled* 
If from the infected frame I do not lop 
The injured members, can the rest be cured ì 
From the most corrupt magistrates, in part, 
The city Pve delivered : it behoves us 
To trace so many evils to their source. 
And fortify with renovated laws, 
Applied with judgment, the infirm republic. 
It he is called a tyrant who renews 
The laws, I am a tvrant ; but to him 
Who tramples on mem, if this epithet 
More properly belong, I am not one. 
The wishes of the many are accomplished 
By every deed of mine : the few complain ; 
IJet them complain unheeded ! 

Ech. If thy brother. 
That man of unexampled worth, Timoleon, 
Enrol himself among them, canst thou say 
That they are few ì More than himself he loves 

thee; 
And yet he openly condemns thy conduct. 
I fain would think thy objects laudable; 
But too impetuous, e'en m a good cause 
'Tis more than possible thou may'st adopt 
Measures too violent : for one to grasp. 
Whatever be his object, sovereign power, 
Timophanes, believe me, is an act 
Of perilous presumption; and to me 
Seems most tremendous; having power to injure» 
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Alas ! most commonly provokes to injure. 

Tim. Thou speakest wisely ; but if ardent passions 
Push not men on to lofty enterprize» 
Calm wisdom never will accomplish it 
In Lacedaemon thou didst see Lycurgus, 
Who wished to make his absolute controul 
Subservient to the universal good : 
Was not e'en he constrained to make himself 
A lyranty to demolish tyranny ? 
Alas, 'tis force alone then can compel 
To virtuous actions a degenerate people. 

Ech. Thou hast that force. May heaven direct 
thee then 
To apply it worthily to worthy ends* 

SCENE THE SECOND. 

Demarifpe^ Timophanes, EchUus, 

Dem* My son, all Corinth with thy name resounds. 
But diversely. Yet is it to my heart 
A flattering consciousness that I'm thy mother. 
Thou wert the champion of thy country ; thence 
Ii on the other hand, lament to hear 
That thou'rt suspected of equivocal» 
And private views : it grieves me, that in Corinth, 
One citizen, though wrongfully, should hate thee. 
For thee am I too anxious. 

Tim. ph, my mother, 
Less would'st thou love me, if thy fears were less. 
I venture to confront a glorious danger : 
But such are the discordant obligations 
On us imposed ; a lady, thou should'st fear. 
And I should challenge fear, 
t 2 
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Dem. It pleases me 
This thy auoadous milhary pride s 
I deem mjself no private dttzen ; 
But mother of two heroes» one of whom 
Were more than requisite to raise me far 
Above eadi Grecian mother. Every wish 
Were now accomplished, could Timoleon act 
With thee in concert» and attemper, thus» 
With his strong sense» *' the mettle of th^ spirits.'' 

Tlfw. Perhaps in his heart Timoleon hitherto 
From me dissents not ; but the transient hate 
Which ever misinterprets the designs 
Of those who date to innovate» he shuns ; 
And meanwhile leaves me in tiie perilous lists 
To toil alone. 

Ech. In this thou art deceived ; 
Already have I told thee so s Uiy schemes 
He disapproves ; far less, if he did not, 
The number of thy foes. 

Dem. Thou speakest well ; 
For this I came. Timoleon is in years 
Alone not equal to thyself» canst thou 
Disdain to have him then in all thy schemes 
Thy coadjutor ? His amenity 
Is fitted to controul thy eaeer rashness. 
Fatherless children I weady see» 
Afflicted widows» mothers destitute» 
Cast towards me their discontented looks ; 
On me» as on the cause of all their woes. 
Many by thee have fallen : if rightfully» 
Why does thy brother blame thee for it ? Why, 
If wrongfully» dost thou thus act? In Cormth 
The greatest virtue» not the greatest power. 
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Grave us at first precedency» Ah yes» 
Upon the terrible footsteps of my sons 
Let tears be shed, but be they tears of foes ; 
And let the citizens exult with joy 
On your beloved steps ; let me receive 
Their benedictions tnat I am your mother. 

Tim, Yes, in the camp where valour only gains 
Precedency, the first place to ourselves 
We ourselves ^ive : within the idle wdls 
Of a divided city, envy, arm'd 
With calumny and fraud, the chiefest place> 
To those who have a claim to it, denies* 
'TÌB indispensable, too certainly ! 
That we endure, prelusive to long joy, 
Transient distress, would we exterminate 
This deadly serpent; and whoe'er does this 
Must look for glory after long endurance. 
That in proportion as I merit glory. 
My brother £éel8 for me less love, I grieve. 

Dem. Vile and invidious thoughts in him ì • • 

2Vm« I think not ; 
But yet. .. 

E(A. But yet, no lofty enterprise 
Thou e'er canst consummate, if strenuously 
With heart and hand he aid thee not. 

Tim, From this 
Who hinders him ? I have entreated him 
A thousand times t averse he always seemed. 
My coadjutor I ^isdain him not ; 
But I endure him not my interrupter. 

Dem, Can I a peril patiently behold. 
To which thou*rt liable by him unshared ; 
Or see thee gain an undivided triumph ? 
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EchiluSy go to him ; to this abode. 

Which for a long time now no more he deems 

The dwdiing ofhis brother or hb mother. 

Bring him to us. Or he shall be convinced . 

By us, or we by him ; so that to-day 

One thought alone, one object, and one will 

To Demariste and her sons, be law. 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

Demariitet Timophanes» 

Tinu Perhaps he will come at thy entreaties s 
long 
Has he to my repeated ones been deaf: 
He as a foe avoids me. Thou wilt hear. 
How every scheme of mine malignmitly 
With dark hues he disfigures. 

Denu Evermore 
Timoleon is the epitome of virtue. 
Tliou construest not such praise to thy reproach ì 
Of one son to another may a mother 
Speak it unblamed. I wish to hear from him 
Why he avoids thee. That thou'rt loved by.him» 
Thou knowest : with his premature discretion 
He formerly attempered the excesses 
Of thy too fervent early years ; himself 
Caused thee of the Corinthian cavalry 
To be elected captain : well may'st thou 
That fatal day remember, when thy valour 
Had too far onward with thy partizans 
Blindly impelled thee, and entangled thee 
i^mong the Argive spears : who rescued thee 
From certain ruin on that fatal day i 
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Say did not he at his most imminent risk, 
And he alone, perchancei to thy adherents 
Preserve their honour, to thyself thy life, 
And victory to Corinth ì 

Tim. Mother, I 
Am not ungrateful ; all I recollect 
Ah, yes, my life is his ; for him 1 keep it i 
As much as glory I my brother love : 
Tremendous dangers I alone confront ; 
He afterwards the precious fruit of this, 
If so he will, may taste with me in peace. 
But what do I suggest ? He has not been, 
For a long time, what he was once to me. 
He ranks among hb most beloved friends 
My most inveterate foes. That Archidas, 
Tnat overbearing and flagitious judge. 
Who at his will now absolutely rules 
This residue of magistrates, who dares. 
In tones of rage and envy, to proclaim me 
Worthy of death ; inseparable friend. 
Guide, and adviser is he to my brother.—^ 
Why cruelly preserve my life, if he 
Afterwards plots to rob me of a treasure 
Far, far more precious-!-fame i 

Dem. Do not believe 
He acts with inadvertency or malice ? 
Let us first hear him* 

' Tinu Mother, we will hear him. 
Ah, be not this the day to manifest 
That he in brotherly kindness is defective. 
Or that I am ungrateful ! Thou knowest well 
That be himself would fake from me that power 
With which he formerly invested me ; 
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That he professes this Ì 

Dent. 'Twere better far 
That he shared it with thee t in both of you 
Is equal valour ; suffer that I say it. 
In prudence he surpasses thee : united, . 
What would ye not perform ì What goTemment 
Could be so admirably harmonized ì 
What mother, than myself, more fortunate, 
If with one glory and one power resplendent, 
I saw you brothers, heroes, leaders, friends? 

Tim. Oh mother, that thou shalt not gain thy wish^ 
I swear to thee it shall not rest with me« 

ACT THE SECOND, 

SCENE THE FIRST. 

TimophaneSf Echilus* 

Ech. Timoleon comes this instant ; to thy prayers 
And mine reluctantly he lent an ear ; 
Nothing constrained him but his mother's wishes. 

Tim. Among his many virtues I know well 
A yielding heart he counts not : but to-day. 
If upright meanings, join'd to upright deeds, 
Will ever profit me, will be the time, 
When his inflexibility will yield 
To my persuasions ; or that day will now 
Arise no more. 

Ech. With him that last I hear 
It always seems to me as if the truth 
Resided; yet the truth is one alone. 
By friendship and by blood to thee conjoinM» 
By friendship and by reverence to him, 
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I fain would find a mean bj which, to both, 

I might disphiy my undissembled love* 

Ah! be united; and to your resolves 

MjTselfy my heart, my mind, m^ sword, my substance. 

Do not disdain to accept as ministers. 

Tim. I know thee well, Echilus • • . But I see 
Timoleon coming : leave us both together; 
I would at length converse with him ; to me 
He may in single conference perchance 
More unreservedly disclose his thoughts. 

SCENE THE SECOKD. 

Titnoleonp Titncphanes* 

Tim. Once more, my brother, I behold thee here ; 
Within these lares, though inflexibly 
Bv Uiee deserted, always thine. I grieve 
That only the entreaties of my mother, 
•And not thy own spontaneous will, to-day 
Restore thee to my sight. 

Timd. Timophanes . . • 

Tim. What do I hear? — ^thou call'st me no more 
brother ì 
Perchance thou deem'st it a disgrace ? 

Timol. One blood. 
One mother, and one country, gave us birth, 
Timophanes : a brother hitherto 
I am to thee ; thou callest me a brother. 

Tim* Ah 1 what unmerited and harsh rebuke 
To me thou oiFerest ! ... In which of us 
Did anger first arise ì What do I sav ? 
Anger 'twixt us ? Thou only art with me 
Incensed. From me thou fleddest ; thou didst fifst 
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From our maternal home withdraw thy feet. 

Did I noty to retain thee there, employ 

Tears and entreaties i Bat thou gavest ear 

More willingly to injurious calumnies 

Than to my cries. To thy rage, rage, oh no ! 

But love, forbearance, reason I opposed 

In vain. — ^Thou seest now in what esteem 

I hold thee : in the arms of prosperous fiite 

Me thou abandonedst ; hence I mdulged 

A hope, nay» certain fkith, that I should find thee 

In adverse fate a refuge : I meanwhile 

Hoped evermore to soften thee, and make thee 

Enter as partner in my joyful state . • . 

TimoL Joyful! Qh! what s^'st thou? How 
speedily. 
Since I have ceased to see thee, hast thou past. 
Beyond all bounds, the licence of mbrule ! 
To shed blood every day, a joyful state ! 

Tim. But thou thyself, whose days were evermore 
Illumed by justice and controul'd by truth. 
Didst thou not gain for me the power I hold, 
The guerdon of my services, thyself? 
What force then is it of an adverse fate 
Which always causes, if one man shed blood» 
The action to be deem'd tyrannical, 
While if a number share in sheddbg it, 
'Tis call'd a deed of justice ? 

Timol. Hear me. — We 
Brought up together, fully know each other. 
Ambitious, thus prevented from obeying ; 
Impetuous, which made evermore to thee 
All moderate command impossible : 
Such in thy house, in Corinth, in the camp, 
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Wert thou. 

Tim. Dost thou for the gift perchance 
Of victory and life upbraid me now» 
Which it seemed good to thy discerning Talour 
To give me m the camp? 

TimoL That gift of mine 
Arose from duty, not beneficence ; 
At that conjuncture fortune smiled on me* 
Now make me not repent it. Than thyself 
I never saw a more accomplished warnor : 
Nor a more valiant leader than thou wert 
Did Corinth e'er possess. But afterwards. 
When from internal broils it was esteemed 
A cure (and of ail ills it was the worst) 
To keep a standing army, and elect 
Over that army a perpetual head. 
If thou wert chosen to the perilous honour. 
If on thyself the military power, 
Joined to the civil, fell, impute not thou 
To me the fault. I do not controvert» 
I was reluctant to appear myself 
More diffident for a brother, than I saw 
That others for a mere compatriot were. 
But for thee, from that day, for thee I trembled. 
And for my country more ; nor in my heart 
Did envy enter ; no, i wept alone 
At thy distinction. . 

Tifn. My distinction ! How ? 
Was it not also thine ì My counsellor. 
My fnend, my leader, wert thou not to me» 
If so thou wouldest ì and had we put forth. 
Thy judgment thou, and I my enterprize, 
Whom should we then have tear'd ì 
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Timol Whether thou deem 
Thyself my brother or my monarch, now 
In all respects inaptly thou with me 
Adoptest flatteries.— Oh» what sayest thou t 
Wert thou not deaf to every word of mine. 
From that disastrous day when thou wert raisedi 
To unprecedented» imaccastomed power ?— 
Was not our former unoretendin^ dwelling 
Begirt with guards ì Proudly with royal nomp 
Didst thou not issue thence ? On eyery nice 
Mingled alarm and indignation sate. 
The thresholds of this house, no longer mine, 
By impious sycophants besieged. To truth 
Denied all entrance ; impious detractors. 
Thirsting for gold and blood, audaciously 
Flocking in crowds ; and mercenary spies 
And satellites, and tears, and arms, and quanels. 
Silence and terror • • • Saw I not all this? . . • 
And do not I (ah too much !) see it yet Ì 
Could such a fierce and ominous assemblage 
Form a fit train for me ? Hence I withdrew. 
For this was not a citizen's abode ; 
And in my bosom, fiMr more yet than anger, 
I carried with me pity for thyself, 
And for thy error and infittuate pride. 
I palliated thy repeated faults 
For a long time ; the people and the nobles, 
Heard me asseverate often that thou would'st not 
E'er make thyself a tyrant. Wretched me ! 
For thee degraded, for thy sake become 
A liar, I almost, in thy cause, was 
A traitor to my country ; for thy heart 
I fully understood. Ungrateful brother I 
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To rescue thee from danger, and avert»' 
Throug^h thy means» such dishonour to myself, 
Thus £d I act ; and not to clear for thee 
A way to guilty power, but to leave thee 
One ror repentance . . . 

Tim. And for this intent 
Thou hast selected in my stead new brothers 
'Mid my most open, bitterest enemies # • • 

TimA, The few remaining lovers of their country 
In them Pve chosen. I consort with these. 
Not from my hate to thee, but love to them; 
And haply to suspend (since thou wilt not 
Divert It from thee) that just lofty vengeance 
Which every citizen that loves his country 
Cannot deny to it. I would not at first 
Thy arbitrary impulses restrain» 
In this I greatly err'd : to shelter thee 
From that disgrace thou had'st incurred so justly, 
I suffered thee, without reproof, to spill 
Innocent blood; or haply if 'twere guil^. 
Blood spill'd by thee beyond all use of law. 
Too much I loved thee; too much was thy brother, 
Beyond the duty of a citizen* 
I welcomed the illusion, that the hate. 
The restless terror, and the dark suspicion» 
That always emulously agitate 
The irresolute heart of every man that dares 
To make himself a tyrant, tearing thine 
Little by little, yet tot ever tearing, ^ 
Would be too fierce a torment ; and at once 
A spur to penitence • • . In this I hoped, 
I hiofe it still ; yes, brother, and dare more 
Conjure thee to it; by these t^rs unfeigned, 
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These patriotic and frateroal tears, 

That thou beholdest coursing down my cheeks. 

And by the suppliant accents of a man 

That never trembled for himselt; repent ! 

The day at length is come ; thou art arrived 

At that imperative and fearful point 

Between a tyrant and a citizen, 

From which thou must precipitately fly. 

Or everlastingly resign thy brother. 

Tim. Arcmdas speaks in thee : his sentiments 
I recognize too plainly I 

SCBNE THE THIRD. 

DemaristCf Timoleon, Timophanes. 

Tinu Mother, come ; 
Ah ! may thy intercession be availing 
To make my brother's heart somewhat relent. 

Timcl. Yes, mother, come; and may thy interces- 
sion 
Avail to accomplish what my heart desires, 
The restoration of a real brother. 

Dem. Ye love each other; why let jealousies 
Disturb your friendship ? 

Tinu His too austere virtue. 
Not suited to the times . . • 

TimoL His too exorbitant 
And haughty wishes, worthy of the times. 
But not of one whom I would call my brother. 

Dem. But what, his power, not gainM by violence, 
Can that afflict thee ? He who saved his country, 
Wouldst thou have him amidst the lowest people, 
Degraded, undistinguishM, obscure, nothing ì 
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TimoL What do I hear f Oh pestilentiaTi fleroe, 
Insatiable desire of royal power ! 
How soon dost thou enervate every man 
Unfurnished with defence from lofty thought ! 
How quickly does the insidious appetite 
For arbitrary power, in every heait. 
Tempted by fair occasions, root itself! — 
Is it excluded from thy heart, oh mother ? 
Thyself a citizen, gav'st us our lives, 
Brothers and citizens ; nor deemedst thou 
The name of citizen disgraceful then: 
In a true country bom, thou fed'st ns here. 
And in her service here thou brought'st us up. 
And hear I words within these walls from thee» 
Scarcely befitting the distemper'd weakness 
Of a despotic oriental queen ? 

Tim, Mother, thou seest it ; he twists all to eviL 
Hear how his indiscreet, fallacious zeal, 
Makes him insensible to nature's cries. 

Dem. How many times have I not heard thyself 
RevOe this city ? Its corrupted customs. 
Its venal magistrates . . . 

TimoL But tell me, mother, 
Did'st thou e'er know me, e'en in words, prefer 
To venal magistrates, corrupted customs, 
A monarch absolute, and hireling troops ? 
Oh mother, for your honour and for mine 
I will imagine thee yet innocent ; 
And thee, my brother, more impetuous 
Than criminal. To what thy perilous schemes 
May lead thee, seest thou not f I then will be 
A light, a revelation to thy darkness. 
Thou yet hast time. A noble reparation, 
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Worthy of a great citizen» remains ; 
A sacrifice most generous • • • 

Tim. And 'tis... 

Dem. Twill be most surely a magnanimous deed. 
If in thy generous breast it is conceiyed» 
Reveal it to him. 

TimoL Thy authority. 
Which by abusing it thou hast made guilty. 
Spontaneously renounce it all. 

Tim. To thee 
I will renounce it, if thou wilt accept it. 

TimoL From whom hast ta'en it ? From thy bro« 
ther ? Speak» 
Or from thy fellow-citizens ? Restore 
Thy country to its rights ; suspect not me 
Of perfidy. If any one but thou 
Possest this power, he long ago had lost it. 
Reflect, that hitherto with thee Pve used 
Explicit means. 

Tim. Timoleon, I reflect 
That an authority the maby gave. 
The many only can resume. The law. 
What I am now did constitute me first ; 
Let those who framed it, abrogate that law, 
I yield at once. 

TimoL And dost thou speak of law. 
Where an audacious mercenary band 
Confounds the right by might ? 

Tim. Would'st thou expose me, 
Defenceless, to the brutal turbulence, 
Hie envy, rage, revenge of Archidas, 
And others equally with him malignant, 
Whose fears alone restrain them ? 
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Timol. Be thou armM 
By innocence» and not by bullying braggarts ; 
Kor make a pretext of the fears of others 
To hide thine own. If thou art innocent» 
Why fear ? If thou art not» not only fear 
The rage of Archidas, but Uiat of all ;— ^ 
—Fear mine. 

Vem. What do I hear ? Alas ! I eame 
To reconcile you both, and a new source 
Of animosity inflames you both 
To fiercer rage than ever I Woe is me ! • • • 

Tim^ Mother, with thee I leave him. He» in- 
flamed 
With too much anger» now could iU with me 
Contend. — Be our opinions what they may» 
Accordant or discordant» no dissent 
Can e'er obliterate from my constant heart 
The recollection that I am thy brother. 

SCBKB THB FOURTH. 

Demarisie, Timokon^ 

Timol» Behold a miracle ! He who till now 
Was rage itself» who in hb fervid breast 
Nursed flames more turbulent than those of ^na» 
Already is an adept in the art 
Of simulation ; and smooths o'er his rage 
Now that he learns to batten it with blood. 

Dem, Son, but in this too greatly prejudiced» 
Thy mind deceives thee. 

Timoh Ah no! rather thou 
Art too much prejudiced ; nor wilt thou see 
Objects most manifest and most pernicious. 
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Mother» from thee afar I live; and 'twere» 
To make thy judgment sane, needful to thee 
To have me always at thy side. I was 
Once dear to thee . . • 

Denu And still thou art, believe roe • • • 

Timol. Thou should'st then love, as much as thou 
lovest me» 
Intrinsic glory. Emulously we 
Should try once more to gain it : from my brother 
I would remove an everlasting blot : 
I love him» far more tlian mvself I love him ; 
As much as I love thee. Thou bast much power 
To work upon his passions ; and should'st try 
In a resolve to strengthen him, at once 
Magnanimous and indispensable • • • 

Dem. To become private ? . . • 

TimoL To become a man 
And citizen ; to disenthrall himself 
From universal hatred ; to retrace 
Th' ancient forsaken path of real virtue ; 
To be once more my brother ; for as such 
Already» I no more acknowledge him. 
Mother» in vain thou flatterest thyself: 
Here truth» except I bring it» enters not. 
Ye live among intimidated slaves : 
And though embosomed in the heart of Corinth» 
Breathe not its air : here emulously all 
Applaud your cruel hardihood : ye hear 
Torments call'd justice ; frantic outrages» 
Suitable punishments ; audacious deeds» 
Preventive measures. — Leave your guilty dwelling» 
And ye shall hear an universal murmur» 
Criesy imprecations» menaces» and insults : 
8 
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Investigate the secret heart of each. 

And in the hidden chambers of each breast 

Ye shall find hatred, schemes of ruin : all * 

Have sworn your infamy and massacre ; 

And in proportion as general fear 

Delay the punishment, so much more cruel. 

Atrocious, merited, and violent. 

Shall it be poured on your devoted heads. 

Dem. Ah son ! . • • Thou mak'st me tremble • . . 

Tifnol. For younelves 
I always tremble. Do thou then, I pray thee. 
Take pity on thyself, on him, and me. 
I am so circumstanced, that every ill 
That falls on you with added weight is mine : 
But, at the same time, every injuiy* 
My country bears from you is also mine* 
My heart is torn by two discordant feelings ; 
I am a son, a citizen, and brother : 
Beloved names ! no one knows how to prize them 
More than mvself, no one more ardently 
Seeks to perform the duties they involve : 
Ah ! put not to the test which tie o^er me 
Is most prevailing. I am bom a Grecian; 
And thou, a Grecian, understandest me.-— 
Thou seest me approaching the dire point 
Of being your avowed, fierce, mortal foe ; 
Then yield belief to my remonstrances, 
While as a brother, and a son, I speak. 

Denu Oh 1 what God speaks in thee ? . . • I will 
endeavour 
To make thy brother hear me • • • 

TimoL Ah! depart 
Without delay ; exert o'er him thy influence. 

VOL. II. G 
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If he DO more undieaUie his bloody sirord, 
^Twill be, I hope, in time : to-dav thou canst. 
And thou alone omst reconcile tny sons ; 
Live with them joyfully beneath the shelter 
Of popular applause ^«-or disunite» 
And lose tlu», thus» for ( 
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SCENE THE FIRST. 

Demariste^ EchUus. 

Ech* Oh mother of Timophanes» 'tis time 
That thou should'st feel regret for such a son : 
At last he has assumed without disguise 
The character of tyrant. 

Dem, What has happened ì 
Where is he ? Can I not retrace his steps ? 

Ech- What ? Know'st thou not ?.. • 

Dem. I know not ; speak. 

Ech. Alas! 
By means of his corrupted satellites» 
He takes the life... 

Dem* Of whom? 

Ech. In his own blood ^ 

Weltering lies Archidas ; the violence 
Is most notorious ; in the public street 
Wounded he dies ; nor fremi the maneled cone 
Thè impious murderers fly; ferociously 
The gasping» half-dead bodv they surround» 
And mtercept all aid. £acn passenger 
Affiriehted nies» and scarcely dares to weep 
Inaudibly« He dies, that noble» just. 
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Humaney and only dtizen, who brought. 
To the degraded magistracy, fame. 
Timoleon sees himself in him bereft 
Of the unenvring rival of his virtue, 
His bosom friend, the only • • • 

Dem, Ah \ what tidìngs 
Dost thou relate? Oh heaven ! bow more than ever, 
Will peace betwixt my sons be interrupted ; 
Perhaps 'tis for ever broken. Wretched me ! • • . 
WhatfihaUIdo? 

Ech. Go where thou hast a right, 
And of a mother's power avail thyself. 
What reparation of a crime so great 
There now remains for him, I scarce can tell, 
That may suffice at once to mitigate 
The anger of his brother,, and of Corinth : 
If he will make concessions, and renounce 
His guilty power, there may be hope e'en yet. 
Timoleon is his brother ; I, by blood. 
And friendship, am too much united to him : 
We thence shall have unmerited aspersions; 
Yet perhaps stiil save him • • • but if he have now 
Entirely hardened his perverted heart 
By his new arbitrary sway of blood. 
Tremble for him thyself. 

Bern. What do I hear ? 

Ech. I, eréwhìle blinded to his dawning vices, 
Have been the dupe of his atrocious arts. 
Though late, I see that now the hour is come. 
When with him, my affection, conduct, language, 
All, all must change. 

Dem. Ah \ hear him first, I pray thee. • « 
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Who knows ? perchance ... I cannot blame thy an- 
ger... 
Nor dare I to defend a deed so guilty ; . . . 
Yet some pretence» at least, of reason, must» 
To this, have driven him. Hitherto his sword 
Fell only on the guiltiest citizens : 
Tremendous, I aBow; but to those only 
Tremendous, who, though impious, ana blamed, 
Unpunished stood, refractory to law, 
Above all law, which, towards them, was mute : 
Such hitherto was he. 

Ech, If thou dost hear him, 
I fear that he wiU ^ve thee arguments 
More guilty than his deeds. 

Dem. See ; he comes hither. 

SCENE THE SECOND. 

Timophanes, Demarùte, EckUus. 

Dem. Oh son ; . • • alas ! • . • what hast thou done, 
oh son? 
A deed, more fitted to confirm the blot 
Of tyranny, with which thou art aspersed, 
Could'st thou have done than this r All shudder at 

it; 
And, by it, thou hast forfeited for ever 
Thy brother's love. Alas ! who now can tell 
What the result will be ?.. • Thy bosom friend, 
Ecbilus, even him thou hast alienated : 
Thou hast made th^ mother also weep. Alas ! 
Too true^ too true it is, thou broodest over 
Both illegitimate and perilous schemes, 
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Confrontest dangers imminent and ghastly. 
The bandage, which did blind me in thy fevour, 
Thou> from my forehead, hast at length removed. 

TinL Whence this extravagant and frantic grief? 
Wherefore ? What evil can result to thee ? 
Was Archidas by amity, or blood. 
With thee connected ? I perceive it clearly, 
Thine is a borrowed grief. 

Dem. To me what evil ? 
What evils to thyself may thence • • . 

Ech. And ought 
Thence to result. 

Dem. Call'st thou the public hate. 
Which I am forced to share with thee, no evil ? 
To have thy mother always trembling for thee ? 
To gain the hatred of my other son ? 
To see 'twixt you an everlasting discord? . . . 

Tim. And must I hear you then, yourselves not 
vulgar, 
Judge with the vulgar ? Do thou with thy words, 
I, bv my actions, try to change my brother. 
Archidas had, so long as he had breathed 
The breath of life, in him, against myself. 
Hatred, and aneer, evermore transfused : 
Yes, of my brother's fondness he usurped 
The better part from me. This finally, 
Among his many other crimes, appeared. 
To me, the capital delinquency. 

Ech. He was too patriotic, and too upright ; 
This was his crime. — But hast thou recollected. 
That to their country not exhausted quite, 
Timoleon and Echilus yet remain ? . . • 
Infatuate man ! • • • Ah ! whither dost thou rush ? 
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I loved thee hitherto ; how niuch thou knoweet : 

I am yet faithful ; and I thought thee so : 

And so thou wert with me at first ; a fnend 

Thou had'st in me, a friend I had in thee • • • 

By blood alone we are united now; 

Ah spare, ah spare, this last remaining tie. 

Behold me, I am one that loftily, 

And loudly both profess and swear to be 

The bitter foe of simulated virtue.— 

Tim. Less fickle than yourselves, I do not chaiige 
So suddenly as you my love to hate. 
Dear above every thing I held you once. 
And still I hold you : to regain my friend, 
And brother, every means I will adopt. 
Thy frank remonstrances oflfend me not : 
But yet I hope, now that I have removed 
The chiefest nindraace, to recover thee. 
As to thee, mother, I have long 9ff> 
Fully convinced thee, that I would impose 
A more efficient government on Corinth. 
Let me not have to appease you all at once ! • • • 

Dem, I am o&nded for thy brother • • • 

Ech. What?... 
Art thou impassive a» respects thy country ì 

Dem. I am a mother • • • 

Ech. Of Timopbanes.-^ 

Dem. Of both... 
,Ech. No, of Timoleon thou art not. 

Dem. Thou, hearest him ? •• • Ah wretched me ! • • 

Tim. Permit, 
That I alone confront my brother*s rage 
Before thou hear him. It would be to thee. 
To listen to his fierce rebukes, too painful. 
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I promise thee by argumaiU to make 

Converts of these : no evil can result 

From thence to them : and, s^Mte of his ayenion» 

I WÌM, that with myself Timoleon share 

That power, which now securely I possess. 

From me, do not thou, by thyself dissent : 

A blind love of thjr country sways thee not : 

Thou lov'st thy cmldren, thou. Leave me awhUe ; 

Perchance my brother will come here to me ; 

I would convince him first : and afterwards 

Thou in our mutual joy shall bear a part* 

Ech, Is it so poBstble ihat he should yield, 
As that myself should yield to theè • • . ah say : 
Art thou resolved, if he should not rMent, 
To follow thy infatuated schemes ? 
Think of it; speak... 

Dem., .-^Echilus • . .in my heart 
What horrible presentiment I feell • • • 
Ah ! son, I pray thee ; do not move at least 
A step irom hence, of which I know not first. 

Tim. I promise this to thee : now go in peace : 
Nothing henceforward will I undertake 
Without thy approbation : live seewe ; 
I swear that I will not. I feel within me 
A certainty that I shall be ere long 
To thee the herald of domestic peace 
As well established, as our public grandeur. 

SC£NB THE THIRD. 

limophanes, EchSus. 

Ech. Timoleon has a heart more masculine : 
Thou wilt not conquer him, as thou hast done 
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Thy mother, by her feminine ambition 
Con(}uered already. 

Tinu All the means^ in me» 
Of conquering all, are placed^ believe mjr words. 

Ech, Now thou do6t speak at last ; this is a lan- 
guage 
Precisely corresponding to thy deeds. 
At least I hold thee somewhat less degraded, 
Now that thou talkest as a tyrant should, 
And I, as should a citizen. I came 
Expressly to renounce thy amity. 
I grieve not that Ihou hast deluded me : 
Had I deluded thee, my cause for grief 
Were more imperious ; spotless is my faith. 

TYm. I do not thus with levity renounce 
The ancient lofty ties of holy friendship.-— 
Echilus, hear me.^ — I would fidn convince thee, 
In iqpite of prejudice, that every virtue 
In me is not assumed, that rectitude 
May be allied to gratified ambition. 
If this my thought, to make myself the first, 
I kept from thee, if also I denied it. 
Had I to thee denied it ; would'st thou thence 
Have trusted to my silence, or denial ì 
Did a man e'er abandon sovereign power ì 
Perhaps thou did'st err in making me thy friend. 
While thus I rose to greatness step by step : 
But thou would'st err no less, if thou should'st cease 
To be so, when my power is now so great. 

Ech. Then was the blood of Archidas decreed 
To manifest to me thy turpitude. 
Which hitherto I knew not? Can it be. 
That thou art. thus in bondage to thy crimes ? . . . 
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But if» oh heaven ! I cease to be thy friend, 

I yet remain allied to thee . . . Ah yes; 

By my beloved sister, in thine eyes 

Still precious ; by those dear and tender babes, 

Of which she's made thee either : I beseech tiiee^ 

On her, on them take pity, since for us, 

And for thyself thou feePst it not. Not yet 

Is Corinth, as thou thinkest, quite struck dumb : 

A joy, alas ! too transient, for thyself. 

Dost thou prepare ; for us, eternal tean. 

Ah ! hear me . • • See, I weep ; for thee I weep— < 

Thou art not yet so far advanced in guilt 

That every obstacle thou hast surmounted^ 

Nor art thou innocent enough to fear none. 

Many more lives must yet be sacrificed. 

Ere thou canst fix the basis of thy throne : 

And perhaps the hardened guilt thou hast not yet» 

Required for such a process . . • Thou beholdest ; 

How I address thee as a man ; methinke^ . 

That in thy bosom thou retainest still 

Some sparks of human feeling. Many steps, 

There are, from loving as I once loved thee. 

To abhorring thee : • . • and it mU cost me much 

To make the change ... Ah I force me not to this. 

Tim. Thou art the best of men ; ah wert thou not. 
The most deceived ! But yet for this, oh no ! 
I love thee not the less. — But I behold. 
Timoleon coming • • • 
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SCINE THE VOURTH. 

Timoleonf EckiluSf Timophanes. 

Tim, Ah I grant thou to me. 
That first I speak to thee» one word alon^. 
Thou shall speak afterwards • • . 

TimoL I deoned thou wert 
A tyrant, but at lea^ a lofty one ; 
But base as any other tyrant art thou. 
Fool that I waa! Is there in all the world 
A tyrant of an uncorrupted heart?-— 
I myself bring, to Uie sul^hne assassin 
Of each good citizen» one of the best 
That still remains : Archidas lires in me : 
Thou hast committed unavailing crimes ; 
Collected Corinth breathes in me ; in this 
Most,free,^most noble, energetic soul, 
Me, me thou dayest; tbou art silent : now 
Nothing remains for thee to say to me; 
It only now remains for thee to kill me. 

Jim, Now, hear the new profesnons of a tyrant.- 
This my life is thy grft : mm, brother, thou 
Preserved'st it for me ; resume thy gift : 
I am not hedged around by armed guaids : 
Here is my dagger : plunge it in my breast» 
Behold I bear my bosom yet defenceless; 
No timid mail is there; secure I stand, 
Secure as thou»— >Why dost thou now delay ? 
Quickly strike thou. The hate that in thy breast 
Thou cherishest 'gainst tyrants, in my blood 
Now vent it all : if thy just hate I merit, 
I am no more thy brother^-— This my power 
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No man in all the worid can now take from me : 
Thouy thou alone, and with impunity» 
Canst take my life. 

TimoL No, if thou slayest me not, 
Thou ne'er sfaalt keep that execrable power. 
Already art thou wallowing, deep in blood; 
Wilt thou now halt midway ? Proceed, proceed : 
Only through this my breast to Corinth's throne 
Canst thou ascend : there is no other way. 

Tim. I sit on it already, and thou art 
Unhurt. My city, and my force, I know ; 
And I already bare advanced too far 
Now to recede. There are none equal here 
To me, except thyself. ' Xwould be in me 
Consummate infiimy to make myself 
Again e'eii less than my inferiors. 
Than thee, I may ; and if thou wilt, I wilL 
Trust me, that here, the hydra-headed monster 
Of popular freedom, ne'er shall rise again. 
To thee the government of one seems guihy : 
But, if exemplarily just, that one 
By practice might refute thy theories. • 

That one, be thou ; profit by my misdeeds ; 
Thus Corinth, more than I have $aken from her» 
In thee will reacquire ; and I shall feel 
A pride in being second to thyself. 

TimoL Thy words with keener punctures wound 
my heart, 
Than could that dagger, with whose reeking point 
Thou hast restored my Archidas to freedom. 
Yet slay ; slay on : but do not thou presume, 
To teach the arts of arbitrary sway, 
Or servitude, to one by bkth a Grecian* 
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SucoeMÌve tyrannies alternately 

Have, it is true, disfigured every state 

Of this clime sacred to the cause of fireedom : 

But here has blood been always cleansed by blood; 

Nor has the sword of vengeance ever slumbered. 

Tim, And let the traitrous sword come when it 
may. 
And fall upon my breast : but, while I breathe, 
Corinth and Greece shall see, that, evermore 
The sway of one is not corrupt : shall see. 
That a prince raised by bloodshed to the throne, 
Can make his people hiappy with wise laws ; 
Each man secure ; internal peace enjoyed ; 
His subjects' fear enhancing their obedience ; 
Strong m himself, the envy of his neighbours. 

Timol, What would'st thou teach us? are not 
kingly crimes 
To all men known ? Does not degraded Asia 
Exhibit every day their dire efiects ? 
'Tis of that soil a plant : there it takes root ; 
There less than men it makes men ; banished hence 
Xt makes the Grecians like the gods themselves. 
We are the loftiest people of the earth. — 
What dost thou covet for thyself? To be 
A king exempted from the lot of kings ? — 
Of everv eood man thou art now the foe, 
And wilt be more and more so ; of each virtue 
The invidious contemner ; flattered, feared, 
Abhorred ; to others an exceeding burdien, 
A torment to thyself; unworthy praise 
Evermore craving, in thyself convinced 
That thou deservest only execrations. 
Fears in thy heart ; restlessness in thine eye ; 
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Of apprehension, and suspicious thoughts 
Btemal prey ; an eTcrlasting thirst 
For blood and gold, and never satisfied ; 
Deprived thyself, of what thou takest from others, 
Sweet peace of mind ; to no one in the world 
Bv blood and friendship joined ; of fettered slaves. 
The still more fettered lord ; the first in rank. 
The least in heart of all ... Ah ! tremble ; tremble : 
Such wilt thou be : if such thou'rt not already. 

Ech» Ah ! no ; the pure divinity of freedom 
Never yet breathed into a iaortal neart 
Words more divine» more warm, more true, more 

strong*. 
Already by the fiir^, that transports him. 
Is my full bosom seized. Canst thou resist, 
Infatuated man, a portraiture. 
At once so accurate, and horrible, 
Of the impious life, in which thou'rt plunged ? 

Tim. — Ah! perhaps. 
Ye speak the truth.— But now there are no words, 
Strong howsoever they be, that can avail 
To wrest me from my purpose. It is past. 
For ever past, the time for me to be 
A faithful citizen. My master passion, 
My sole, immutable, and lofty wish 
To reign, is now become my whole of life • . . 
Brother, I have already told thee so : 
Thou canst alone correct me by the sword ; 
All other means are vain • • • 

Timol, And I to thee 
Repeat it : thou shalt never have the sceptre. 
Except thou kill me first. 

£cA. And me with him. 
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To that fond frienddim which I had for thee, 

I feel already in myself succeed 

An ardent> strong, atrocious enmity. 

Tes, thou shalt find m me an enemy 

No less embittered, fierce, implacaUe, 

Than I was once a fìriend both fond and hearty : 

And recollect, that I am not, like him, 

To thee a brother.— In the tyrant's presence 

I here meanwhfle to thee, Timoleon, swear 

Eternal fealty of blood, I swear 

By thy side, for my country, to confiront 

Tl^e worst extresnties : and if at hist 

Our labours should be vain, I further swear 

That I will not sunrive her one brief moment» 

TimoL, Behold, thou mad and criminal aspirant. 
If so much be resoWed by one that is 
Thy bosom friend, and also bound to thee 
By ties of blood, what will so many othersi 
Incensed by thee, perform ? 

Tim. Enough, enough ; 
I fain would have you mends ; but fear you not 
As my opponents. Now exert yourselves 
For her, ye generous champions of your country. 

SCENE THE VIVTH. 

Timokonf EchUus* 

TimoL Ah, ill-advised, infatuated brother ! 
Could I save thee as I feel confiident 
To save my country I 

Ech. In his mercenaries 
He does confide ; he knows that other troops 
Corinth has not now to oppose to his. 
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Timol. With this last massacre he has contrived 
To intimidate the people ; but their hate 
A thousand times he has augmented thence ; 
And he has not in every heart extinguished 
Courage» and resolutions of revenge. 
Already by a secret embassy 
Sent to Mycence, have the people sought 
Immediate aid : his very satellites 
In part are disa&cted. Wretched man ! 
In his own snares he will be surely caught I • • • 
Ah ! were there yet a remedy ! . . . But he 
Has robb'd me of my friend, and, dearer far. 
My liberty . . . But yet, ... he is my brother ; 
Yet do I pity him • • • Could any one 
Somewhat persuade him • • . 

Ech^ This his mother might, 
Were not her heart corrupted : but too much . . . 

TimoL She also for the last time now shall bear 
me. 
Ere I do this, I fly to supplicate 
My friends, that they alone would grant him, 
What of this day remains, for penitence ; 
Forthwith I shau return ; and ^very means, 
That he may change^ will I in turn adopt ; 
Entreaties, tears, rear, menaces, his mother.«ii^ 
Ahf come thou'sdso; let us means contrive 
By which the ufdifted sword may be awhile 
Suspended o'er his head, and yet no loss 
His country thence sustain. Let us to-day 
Render to mm the latest office» 
Of friends and relatives : but citizens, 
If this a^ail not, are we, and shall be 
Constrained, though weeping, such to prove our* 
selves. 
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SCENE THE FIRST. 

Demaristef Timoleon. 

^ TimoL I come to reap the harvest of thy judgment. 
Since last I saw thee Arcbidas alone 
Hath falPn assassinated : thy discourse 
Hath hitherto much check'd thy haughty son : 
Now certainly thou hast entirely changed 
And mollified his heart : that which in vain 
My ineffectual and fraternal words. 
The universal cries, the general tears. 
Friendly reprovings, and the bitter pangs 
Of a remorseful conscience, sought to e£fect, 
At Jast have been achieved by the absolute. 
And virtuous intercessions of a mother. 

Dem. • . That I applied myself to this effect 
With strenuous warmth, I call the heavens to wit-^ 

ness; 
But is there any rock that may compare 
In hardness with the bosom of my son ì 
He hath imbibed the poisonous draught of power; 
Nor are there prayers, or tears, or arguments, 
Or force, that now can change him ! I with thee 
Was here conversing, scarcely had he left us. 
When he inflicted a tremendous death 
On Arcbidas. After such deeds as Uiese, 
What avail words ? I spoke in vain ; still more 
Timophanes persists ... Ah thou ! who art 
Humane and wise, do thou awhile then yield 
, To irresistible impetuous power : 
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Perhaps afterwards • • • 

Timol. Lady, to me speak'st thou > 

Denu Alas! . . . If thou dost not, what will befall 
us ? • • • 
Ah ! hear me. Would'st thou see him massacred ? 
Or would'st thouy that by force a turbulent, 
Frantic ambition now should drag him on 
To crimes more heinous still ? His state from thine 
Is too dissimilar ; of too much blood 
He is already guilty, that he now 
Should live securely were he stripped of power. 
Now is it indispensable that he 
Supply wifh power the forfeiture of fame. 
But thee, who art arm'd in complete innocencei 
Calm reason may convince : and I may find 
Thee a more facil listener. His power, 
His honour, perhaps e'en life itself, all, all, 
If he should yield himself to us, he loses : 
Thou, if to me thou yieldest, losest nothing • • • 

Timol. What infamous conclusions 1 Callest thou 
Thy country nothing > nothing my renown ?— 
Art thou my mother, thou ?— If he should cease 
To be a tyrant, for his life thou fearest ?— 
But tell me, thinkest thou that he can live, 
Provided he persist to be a tyrant ? 

Dem. Oh heaven ! • . . Every word of thine breathes 
vengeance ! 
Fierce to thy brother art thou, while for thee 
He is all love : while he would have in thee, 
In thy intelligence and lofty heart. 
His country live ; and that magnificence 
Which he in time of war bestow'd on her, 
He wills, that now she should receive from thee, 
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In time of peaoe> in more abundant ttreams. 
And this he swore to me • • • 

TimoL And dost thou yield 
Belief to words (or be they true or ftlse) 
Always corrujpt ì Thou shouMest knoW| methinks. 
That I'm a citiseny and not the city^ 
The country lives in sanctimonious laws ; 
In upright magistrates, its ministers» 
And not its masters ; in the multitude» 
And in the great ; in unoorrupted TOtes, 
And in the union of these sufiniges ; 
In an incessant and pervading fveedom 
That makes all equal that are so in goodness ; 
Andy more than ally the country's life consists 
In the fix'd hate of individual rale. 
This know'st not thou ì — ^It was the highest insult 
That could be shewn me by yourselves» to dare» 
Or feign to deem me the comederate 
Of tyranny in youw— And, lady, thou 
Art equally convicted with thy son» 
Bv signs conclusive : it is clear to me» 
That less it pleases thee to be the mother 
Of me» a citizen» than of him» a tyiant. 

Dem. 'Tis dear to all» that» as thou canst» I cannot 
Divest myself of love for my own blood ; 
That I am evermore a mother . • . Thus 
Wert thou a brother ! 

Tinud' Oh what mother art thou ì 
The Spartan ladies» that which mothers should be» 
They teach thee in their austere commonwealth. 
The effeminate fondness of a partial woman 
Is thine» miscall'd by thee» maternal love» 
Making thee yield thy son's intrinsic honour 
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To his imprmcqiMI and headstrong pride. 
Behold the Spartan mothen^ m their sons 
Rejoicing, for their country sacrificed ; 
Counting their wounds, and washing, kissing them 
With natnetic, not lamentmg tears ; 
And she that is of most sons destitute» 
By stately grief ennobled, move along 
Most dignified in aspect : these are women, 
Women, and dtizens, and mothers, these. 
Thou to thy son's inflexible intent, 
Although thou know'st it crìmine, dost yield : 
And daa'at thoa say to me, and dar'st thou hope» 
That I should also yield to it ? Ah why 
To my still more inflexible intent, 
Which thou dost know to be the child of virtue, 
Dost thou not rather yield ? For him alone 
Dost thou ejaculate a mother's name ; 
For me suppressest it ì 

Dem. Ah, calm thyself; 
Hear me, Timoleon • . . What have I not done ? 
And what have I not said ? • • • I am aware 
That on thy side is reason ; but thou knowest 
That force, which listens to no arguments, 
Combats for him • . • 

TimoL No, mother, no; bywords 
Thou hast done little, and by deeds still less, 
Nay, nothing. Have impassioned sentiments 
Inflamed thy heart ? That patriotic fire 
That gives new courage to the weakest breast ? 
Which had inspired thee with an eloquence 
Imperative, ferocious, masculine* 
In thy antipathies and sympathies, 
Tlmophanes, believe me, craftily 
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His hopes hath founded : he discovers clearly 
How much the fascination of a throne 
Flatters thy sickly appetite. Say, mother. 
Has he e'er heard thee thunder forth in tones 
Of lofty menace ? Has he ever heard thee . • • 

Dem. As far as might a powerless mother venture^ 
I have presumed ; but . . , 

TimoL Was a Grecian mother 
Ever incapable, or ever powerless ? 
Thou hast, more than thou mefitest to have. 
Effective arms ; if thou neglectest them. 
Thine is the fault. If he to prayers, and tears, 
And arguments resisted, thou thyself 
Shouldest have banish'd hence (for this abode 
Is thine) the scandalous, pestiferous train 
Of tyranny; have taken from thy son 
The sources of corruption ; taken from him, 
Ere aught thou tookest, weapons worse than swordsj 
The master key of all base passions, gold. 
Did not thy consort's last and sacred will. 
Do not the laws of Corinth, render thee 
The absolute disposer of our substance ì 

Detn. 'Tis true, I might have spoken . • but, if • • 

Timol, Thou should'st have actea, not have spoken, 
mother : 
And if his guilt arose to such a pitch 
As to contend with thee, why didst not thou, 
With hair dishevell'd, weeping, and in weeds 
Of widowhood, tearing thy breast and face. 
Depart from this contaminated roof? 
And in thy hand, at thy departure thence, 
The children of thy sou thou should'st have led. 
Themselves not guilty for their guilty sire i 
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And with them should'st have dragg'd their weeping 

mother, 
A grateful spectacle of ancient virtue 
To all good citizens : have shelter'd thee 
And them with me, thy true, thy only son, 
And to himself the tyrant have abandoned, 
Amid his bullies and his parasites : 
Not accessory to his usurp'd power 
Have loflily proclaim'd thyself; and thus 
Have taken from thyself the horrible blot 
Of being his accomplice. — This didst thou» 
. To such exposure could he have resisted ? • . . 
Surely he scom'd that which he well might 8Corn> 
Imbecile tears and female lamentations. 

Dem, My son, . i . I fear'd ... Ah 1 hear me • • • 

TimoL He should hear thee ... 

Denu I fear'd to exasperate his cruelty, 
By thus defying him : I tumM to thee, 
And still I turn to thee, to whom an evil. 
Still greater than to him, might have ensued; 
To thee. •• 

TimoL Thou fearest ? If fear be thy guide, 
If fear in thee must now usurp the place 
Of patriotic love, know thou that ruin. 
Irreparable ruin, over him, 
Not over me, impends ; and that this day,. 
This day alone, if thou would'st have him saved, 
Remains to thee ... 

Detn. What do I hear ? . • Alas ! • • 

TimoL Yes, but this day, now verging towards 
night... 
I love my brother, but I love him, mother. 
With a far different love to thine ; in heart 
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I weep for him, although with thee I weep not. 

I speak to thee with this ferocity 

Because I love you both • . . For Corinth now 

No more I fear ; • • . I fear alone finr you. 

Timophanes unwarily confides 

In his bribed mercenariei . • . Ah, my motheri 

My last petitions now I raise to thee* 

I supplicate thee for my brother's life. 

If thou dost hold it dear. I now alone 

Over his head myself suspended hold 

The citizen's retributory sword; 

I add, I only, to the tyrant's days 

A single day : I that first ought to wreak 

My vengeance in the life*blood of the tyrant, 

I, ah disgraceful weakness! I preserve it. 

Take warning fi'om my words, and be persuaded 

That Corinth has not ^et so much incensed 

Her guardian deities, is not beheld 

By them so inauspidously, that yet 

lliey would to one man's arbitrary will 

Annihilate her high prerogatives.-— 

Behold the tyrant. I no more accost him; 

I have said all to him that I c«i say.— 

If ill result, blame thou thyself alone. 

8CSNS THS SXCOKO. 

Demaristef Timophanes. 

Tim. Timoleon avoids me ? 
Dem* Oh my wm ! . . 

2Vm. Has he so much disturbed thee ì Hast thou 
not 
Subdued him yet? 
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Dem» Oh heaven! hit words were denth 
To my sad heart •..Tremble; one day alone, 
This only day, remains to thee . • • 

Tinu I tremble ? 
'Tig now too late ; now that my enterprise 
I have accomplished. 

Dem. How art thou mistaken ! . • 
Perchance, without thy brother, thou hadst not 
Been living yet • . . 

Tim, Dost thou so much despise me. 
That thou ezpectest to obtain by terror 
That which to prayers I wOl not yield ? I speak 
More openly than he does : no light proof 
Be it to thee of this that nought 1 fear.— 
All their contrivances I know; I know, 
That, coward foes, they now betake themselves 
To arts in vain. They also have their traitors ; 
Assistance from Mycsne they expect 
In vain ; in vain have they corrupted some 
Of my arm'd followers : all is known to me ; 
Their steps, their thoughts, their plans, I know all 

I do not think that I shall yktXà to them ; 

But, should that happen, I will ne'er recede; 

No, never. Had tney openly opposed me, 

I should have blamed them less ; but they have had 

Recourse to fraud. That fraud shall be their ruin. 

Dem» Alas !.. art thou so much unnaturalized 
That e'en thy brodier . . 

Tim* He asperses me 
With tyranny ; but yet, mudb more than he, 
Am I a son and brother. I would give 
My life, at any time, to rescue his : 



168 TIMOLEOK. 

If I select him from my other focB^ 
Thou thence may'st judge. Echilus and himself. 
From the universal slaughter now decreed. 
Alone shall be exempt . • • 

Denu Dost thou yet apeak. 
Oh heaven ! of further slaughter ? What's thy pur- 
pose? 
Pause, I command thee. To thy detriment 
Too long have I been silent ! My connivance. 
My silent condescension makes me guilty ; 
Timoleon's indignation towards his mother, 
Alas ! it is too just ... 

Tinu My destiny 
Is irreversibly decreed : the throne 

Or death. In vain thou art incensed ; in vain 

Thou supplicatesi, weepest, menacest* 
I have already issued the command 
Of death, and for my brother fear alone ; 
For military rage is ill controuPd» 
Be it thy task, thou mother of us both, 
To make him fly from all assemblies { ah I 
Exert thyself to the utmost to persuade him 
Beneath our roof to shelter. From his mouth 
I never leam'd his stratagems : to him 
Tell mine, as far as may be requisite 
For his protection. I am apprehensive 
Lest he should still persist to seek the place 
Agreed on with Echilus • here alone 
He will be fullv safe • . . 

Dem' And snould 1 yet 
Avail to entice him hither, wretched me ! 
When of the slaughter he shall hear . . perchance • • 
Oh terrible day ! • « he thea will breathe revenge. • . 
10 
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Tim. When he shall see that I would spare his life» 
Perhaps he may change : but also he may slay me : 
And let him do it ; he alone may do it: 
This life he may resume, since once he saved it :— ^ 
But to retake from me this throne which I 
Gain'd for myself? not heaven itself could do it, 
Except it first reduce this frame to ashes. 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

EchiluSy JDemariste^ Timophanes, 

Ech. Be not amazed if thou yet seest me ; 
Behold the countenance of a generous foe : 
And the first dart, that I direct against thee, 
Is the unforced confession, that e'en now 
A mortal blow is falling on thy head. 

Dem, Ah son, I cannot leave thee !.. At thy side 
I must remain • • . thou yieldest ... Be convinced 
By this brave man ... Oh heaven ! . . what art thou 
doing ? . • 

Tim. Against each dart my breast is mail'd in steel. 
I fearlessly await you. 

Ech. Hear me: never 
Was I more frank with thee than I am now ; 
My heart addresses thee ; nor is that heart. 
Because I am thy adversary, changed, 
Save for the better : valiant though thou be, 
Thou art but one ; unwary is thy trust 
If placed on othero : thou art beset by death 
In thousand shapes : many as are the swords 
That thou seest round thee drawn in thy defence, 
There is not one of them which suddenly 
May not be tum'd against thy breast. Ah ! trust 

VOL. II* H 
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To me alone ; or changey or slay, or tremble. 
Tim. Resign me to my destiny. This day, 
Which ye announce to me as so tremendous. 
Will not be spent ere ye will be convinced 
Of your mistake : nor will it then to you 
Be unacceptable, to find that pity. 
Of which to me ye now are so profose. 
More efficacious as another's boon. 

SCBVB THE FOVBTH* 

EchUuSf Demariste. 

Ech* Thou wilt then have it so ? I have discharged. 
Far beyond thy deserts, to thee my dd^. 

Dem. Ah run ! Bring here Timoleon : I would 
fain 
Impart to him great tidings. Each assembly 
Persuade him to avoid: he is in danger* 
Watch oyer him • • I tremble • • Bring him here. 
At all events, or, ere the night descends. 
He will not be secure elsewhere. Ah, go ; 
Have pity on a mother ; save one son; 
I fly to make the other more relentbg. 

8CBKB THB FIVtH< 

Echilus. 

JEcA. What perturbation! oh! what horrid secret 

Beneath her accents lurks?.. • Oh heaven! •• «And 
whence 

In the fierce tvrant so much confidence? 

Perchance he knows our schemes. Perchance our- 
selves 

Are by his very traitors now betray'd. 
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All hi8 flagitious plots his mother knows^; 
And more she trembles for her other son ? 
Then has the impious tyrant in his heart 
Determined now to inflict a final slaughter ? • • • 
Ah! If it should be so? .. • Let me fly hence; 
And be the illustrious Timoleon savea, 
In whose salvation is the country saved; 
Or, for her, one with him, let us all^die. 

ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCENE THE VIRST. 

Timoleon, EchUus* 

Timol» Now it is night, why drag me here i 

Eck. Ah! come: 
Thy mother thou shalt hear • • • 

TimoL What shall I hear, 
That I already know not ? 

Ech. She would see thee; 
To the^ great tidings • . • 

Timol* And thou darest p^rchance 
With her unite now to deceive me ? 

Ech. I?— 
What I projected, thou this instant heardest. 
But to save thee ! And that is now accomplished. 

TimoL What savest thou? Saved from whom? 
Explain wyself. 

JSch. Paraim, if one thing I concealed from thee. 

Timid. Ah ! perhaps thou hast presumed ? • • . 

Ech, Be not offended. 
Words so ambiguous from thy mother's lips 
I erewhile heard ; such insuppressive fear 
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For tbee I witnessed in ber trembling heart ; 
Her importunities were so excessive 
lliat I shoold bring thee here, that, at all risks^ 
I was resolved to do it. On our colleagues 
I feared some loltr danger was impending; 
This I concealed from tibee; I was too sore. 
Hut if I told thee this, on no conditions, 
I could detach thee from them. 

TimoL What sayest thou? 
Darest thou to vaske this execrable dwelling 
Thy shelter in an universal danger? 
Oh! thou b^innest ill .. . 

Ech. I will atone 
Bt a more worthy end, I swear to thee> 
For such beginning : but, I wished diee saved. 

TimoL Now, what then knowest thou ? . . . 
What is the danger ? . . . 

Ech, Little with certainty I know ; but all 
I fear : and the audacious countenance 
Of the secure lunophanes to this 
Compelled me ; and the evasive conscious aspect 
Of the irresolute and trembling mother. 
Those satellites of his, bribed by our gold. 
That undertook to watch his stratagems, 
And give us wammg of them, are, at once. 
Detected, and destroyed. None now remain 
In whom we may coimde. The place appointed 
For our Bssembliog likewise is discovered. 

Timol. — Oh fatal day ! ... Oh apprehended 
day ! • • . 
At last art thou arrived ? — We are betrayed, 
Assuredly betrayed • • • Our fortitude, 
Our patriotic constancy, to-day. 
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Must undergo a stubborn scrutiny. 
We never were constrained, as we are now, 
To prove the mettle of our ardent spirits ; . 
And what is. worse» we never were constrained. 
As we are now, to practise artifice. 

Ech. I hastily dispatched to ali our colleagues 
The tidings, that, except with risk of life. 
To-day, we could not meet. I think with pain 
That, to a messenger perhaps insecure, 
I gave the charge : but brevity of time. 
And earnestness to rescue thee the first. 
Made me incautious. 

TimoL Every man ere me 
Thou should'st have rescued. And what better fate 
Could crown my wishes ? With my &lling country, 
I should have fallen : what wish I, but death ì 
Why save me ?.. • To, what dire vicissitude» 
Do I remain ? 

Ech. Thou now art placed in safety ; 
And we should save our country* Let us now 
Hear Demariste* 

TimoL —An accomplished tyrant 
Already is Timophanes : to thwart 
All schemes ; to tyrannize o'er every soul ; 
As he is terrified, to terrify ; 
All, all, he knows-^ 

Ech. But yet he knows not how 
To foresee all things. 

TimoL Desolate ! . . . 

Ech. He wills it ; 
Himself would have it so ; of all my pity 
He has divested me. Oh heaven ! Who knows ? . • . 
Perhaps now our faithful colleagues ... 
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Timcl. Two of them. 
Two of the moBt courageous, at a distance, 
Timoeus and Orthagoras, I saw 
Coming towards us: but I made to them 
A signal to retreat. 

Eck. Thou erredst. Why 
Did I not see them also I 

TtmoL We suffice. 
If we come here to death. 

Ech* We are too many. 
If we are forced to an unwilling vengeance ; ' 
But, by their means, we might perdiance have 

warned 
Our other coUea^es. 

TmoL Why hide aught from me ? 
'Twere best now to depart • • • 

Ech. Some one approaches. 
Or so it seems to me : hear'st thou ? 

TimoL I hear it; 
They are a lady's st^s perchance my mother • • • 

Ech. 'TIS she. 

SCBKB THB SECOND. 

Demaristef Timoleon, Echiltis. 

DerUé Ah son ! • • • oh joy ! • •• Once more I see 
thee. 
What a distinguished and compassionate kindness, 
Echilus, hast thou rendered me ! I see 
My son once more . • . and to thee do I owe it. 
TimoL Whence such excessive joy? Hast thou 
availed 
To make the tyrant's stubborn heart relent ì 
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S^ with the noble universal joy 

Of ancient fì^edom dost thou welcome me ?— 

Ah no ! for yet I see in thy demeanour 

The offensive mummery of regal pride. 

In what exuitest thou ? Ah thoughtless woman ! • • . 

Dem. That I behold thee, and once more embrace 
thee. 
I feared that thou would'st never more direct 
Thy feet to my abode • • • 
- TimoL It is not thine, 
But the abode of sorrow, of imposture ; 
Or 'tis not her's at least who is my mother. 
Perchance thou now hast summoned me to thee 
That I may lead thee hence ì Oh come ; to me 
'Twill be a triumph to regain my mother ; 
'Twill be to me an animatine omen 
That I shall afterwards re^n my country. 

Dem And dost thpu stdl so cruelly persist. 
Oh son ? • • • 

TimcL Oh mother, dost thou still persist 
Thus to contract thy heart ì Hast thou aught else 
To say to me ? 

Dem. I would say to thee ; but . • • 

Timol* Thou dwrest not ; I see it« — ^But already 
Thou, by thy silence, hast expressed far more 
Hian I would hear.— -And what is this ì Thou trem- 

blest ? .. • 
I understand, thou art a queen : thou art 
The mother of a tyrant- Nothing now 
Remains for me except to answer thee. 
Thou art worthy here to dwell, and here to die. 
There was no need to summon me for this t 
Thou knowest that I am no more thy son.— ^ 
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Echiliis, come ; from this infected roof 
Let us depart. 

Dem* Ah no !.. • Pause yet a little • • . 
Thou must not quit us. 

Timol, Leave me : I will go. 
Nor evermore return to you. Disgrace, 
Exile, death, torments, I would rather bear 
Than ever see the servitude of Corinth • . « 
Echilus, let us go . . . 

Ech. *Tis Corinth's will 
That we should now be here; thou oughtest not 
To stir from hence . . . 

Dem, Thou canst not do it now. 

Timol* Wlio hinders me from doing this ? 

SCENE THE THIRD* 

Timophanes^ Demariste, Timoleon, EchUus* 

Tim» Perhaps 1. — 
That force, which brother may with brother use, 
I now exert towards thee. Let me embrace thee ; 
And let me render thanks for thy deliverance 
To fate, to heaven, Echilus, and my mother. 

Timol. Thou of fresh massacres hast then beea 



guilty ? . 
I see h 



Ah yes ! 1 see in thy unquiet looks 

Recent destruction. Cruel that thou art !.. • 

—111 hast thou done to save me. 

Tim. We are all 
Now in a place of safety ; where no one 
Can injure you, nor you can injure me. 

Timoi Reflect, reflect, cannot we yet to thee 
Be ministers of good ? 
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Tim. Yes ; by a quick. 
And unresenred submission to my power ; 
Yes ; by yourselves being the first to give 
Others the example of obeying me. 

Ech^ Obeying thee ? • • . 

TV'mo/. We first?... 

Tim. Yes : since thou art 
Unwilling to divide with me my power. 
Perchance if ye had been avowed opponents^ 
To you I might have yielded. Openly 
I dealt with you ; this my sincerity 
Should have made you sincere • • . 

TimoL Thou didst at first 
Usurp authority by fraud : this done, 
*Twas easy afterwards for thee to be 
Audacious in thy insults. Force^ with thee • 
I should at first have used, and never art, 
To reconvert thee to a citizen. 

Ech. And did not I with a loud voice of sorrow 
«Proclaim myself to thee an enemy? 
And that, although not girt by satellites. 
Although alone, and destitute of power, 
We should be fatal to thy usurpation? 
And that thou oughtest evermore to guard 
Against ourselves ? Were we, or are we now,. 
Less generous than thou ? 

Tim. Thou saidedst it ; 
And now an ample recompense to you 
From hence results. From this last massacre. 
I would exempt you only, and ye are so. 
Thus your ingratitude more signally 
It pleased me to confound, and not disturb 
The joy of my new government.— «Feed not 

h2 
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Your flattered spirits with ftlladoos hopes* 
The gloomy shades of mght which hitherto 
Were wont to veil jroar criminal nssemblies, 
YeS| of those shades, these now have been die last 
To your insidious friends. In vain to them 
Your warning was dispatched; it never reached 

them; 
That very place sacred to traitrous deeds. 
Where they clandestinely assembled^ is. 
To all of them at once, become a tomb. 

Timol. What do I hear ? 

Ech. Oh heaven ! . • • 

Tim. And these are they, 
Your traitrous letters to Mycenae sent ; 
Behold already they return : and he. 
To whom they were addressed, is also slain. 
Would'st thou have more ? those two conspirators 
Who, clad in arms, wandered around my thneshold, 
Timoeus and Orthagoras, have found. 
Also, a death deserved.— «Would'st thou have more, 
Survey around thee, and thou wilt behold 
Obedience, blood, audi terror; nought besides. 
Why dost thou longer now delay to yield 
Thyself to me ì What canst thou do to me, 
If thou wilt not yield ? I have well convinced you 
That ye are now my sole remaining foes ; 
That I have rendered you to every one, 
I^ot less than to myself, contemptible. 

TimoL Thou never shodd'st have spared our lives 
alone. 
This I again would thunder in thy ears : 
Thou hast done nothing if thou slay'st not us. 

Eché Hope never to recover us as friends. 
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Nor flattery, nor time» nor force can do it • • • 

TitnoL Nor can my mother, as I see her now 
Stand silently» and fdl of pride and shame. 

Ech. Hold us not in contempt. First against me 
Let the executioner direct thine axe. 
Thou hast not yet drunken of kindred blood: 
Taste it; ,the trial will be gri^ful to thee :«- 
Nor any other blood remains> for thee 
More indispensable to spill» tlum mine. 

TimoU Slay me the first of all. In sparing me 
Thou dost but offer me an added insult. 
Hiou hast snatched from me each most sacred thing : 
I am, with everlasting infamy» 
By thy means laden : wh^ dday ì destro;^ me. 

Tim. No, on your obstinate hearts I will inflict 
Severer punishment : upon the throne 
Beholding me; and thence obeying me. 

Timcl* —Hast thou resolved then not to take our 
lives? 

Tim. I have resolved to hold you in contempt. 

TimoL Art tl)ou resolved to reign ì , 

Tim. I reign already. 

TimoL Ah wretched me ! . . • Such is thy will ... 
At least 
Let me not see it.' 

Beh, Die then, tyrant, die. 

D^m. Oh heavenJ ah son !.. 

Tim. Ah traitor!... I. ..expire... 

Timd. Give me that sword : my country now is 
safe. 



He covers his face with hb mantle. 
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Ech, Ah ! for thy country live. 

Dem, Secure him, guards . • . 
■ Run ... to the traitor . . . 

Tim. Mother, no. 

TtmoL Give me 
That sword ; . . . In me • • . 

Ech. Noy never . • . 

Tim. Guards, retire ; 
'Tis my command : . . . Let no more blood be shed. 

Dem, Echilus dies • • • 

Tim. Let no one be the victim • • • 
Expressly I forbid it « • . Hence : I will it^ 

Dem, And thou; oh cruel, and unnatural bro* 
ther . • • 
But thou, oh heaven ! thou weepest ? 

Tim. I would have 
The throne or death : but yet, at the same time, 
I wished to save thee, brother •••By thy hand. 
Which rescued once my life, I should have died : 
Death so inflicted would have been to me 
Less painful • • • 

Ech. He, not I, was born thy brother : 
To him the signal rightfully belonged ; 
To me belonged the blow. 

Dem. Oh parricides ! • • • 
* Ye ; that he would not slay • •• 

Tim. Do not, oh mother. 
Longer upbraid him thus. In him already 



" The guards crowd roaod Ecbilog. 
* The guards retire. 
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j&iHiction is excessive ; from his eyes 

The tearsy in torrents^ gush. — I pardon thee, 

Oh brother ; do thou pardon me. I die 

The admirer of thy excellence ... If I 

Had not attempted • . to enslave • • my country ; • • • 

I had attempted to deliver her : 

'Tisthe most glorious . • • of glorious deeds • • . 

Yet I see clearly that a frantic love 

Of glory did not prompt thee to this act ; 

The purest feelings of a citizen 

Impelled thee thus to sacrifice thy brother • . . 

To thy protection I commit my mother . . . 

And do thou . • . mother . . . recognize in him 

A real son ; ... a being . . . more than mortal.— 

Timd. He dies ! Alas ! • • . Thou, mother, didst 
by force 
Constrain me to come hither • • • Oh, my brother, 
Soon will I follow thee. 

Ech. Ah!... 

Dem. Son ! • • . 

TimoL For what 
Do I now live ? For weeping, ... for remorse . . . 
The avenging furies in my burning breast 
I feel already • . ; I shall never more 
Enjoy a peaceful thought . • . 

Ech, Listen to me : 
Thou should'st not now refuse the first assistance 
To thy sick country . . . 

Timol I would hide myself 
From every human eye ; and shun for ever 
The insufferable light of day • • • I ought 
To die of sorrow, u not by the sword. — 
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Dem. Ah wretched me ! • • • Oh heaven ! • • 
What can I do?... 
One son is gone for ever ; • • and the other 
Scarcely remains to me • • • 

Timci. Oh mother! . • • 

Ech. Come, 
Let us withdraw from this heart-rending sight—- 
Timoleon, thou should^st now convince the world» 
That thou didst slay the tyrant, not thy brother* 



MEROPE. 

A TRAGEDY. 
DRAMATIS PERSONS 

POLTPHONTES. MbROFE. 

iBoiSTHus. Soldiers. 

PoLYDORE. People. 

S cBNE^^-^The Palace in Messene* 

ACT THE HRST. 

SCENE TUB FIRST. 

Merqpe. 

Me. Oh Merope, for what dost thou still live ì 
Perhaps thou'rt no more a mother*-— To what pur- 
pose 
Have I for fifteen years within these walls 
Dragged on a life of sorrow? To what purpose 
Been, where I formerly reigned over him, 
The subject of the impious Poljrphontes? 
The subject of the monster who destroyed, 
Before my eyes, my consort, and two sons • • • 
One still remains to me, the latest pledge 
Of inauspicious nuptials ; for the throne, 
And for just vengeance, by my care preserved; 
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My only hope ; the sole remaining object 
For which I wish to live • . . Oh son, alas ! 
What now avails it that I saved thee once 
With difficulty from the cruel slaughter ? . • • 
Incautious youth ! . » . 'Tis now almost a year. 
Since thou abandonedst the sure asylum» 
In which with faithful Polydore thou livedst • . .. 
That wretched old man, who has been to him 
Almost a father, six revolving moons 
Has quitted Elis, and in search of him 
Strays through all Greece : and I no longer hear 
Tidings of him, nor of my son : oh state 
Of horrible suspense ! . . . and I am forced. 
To increase its ^ony, within my heart 
To smother my insufferable woe . . . 
Nor throughout all Messene have I one 
Who in my grief can share ; yet evermore 
To my Cresphontes' tomb I ought to stray. 
And there indulge my tears ... Oh pardon me. 
That I have not, ere now, beloved consort, 
Joined thee in death ! Our mutual son alone 
Keeps me alive ; ah, should he be no more . . • 
But, who approaches ? i • • Polyphontes ! ... Ah ! 
Let me avoid him. 

SCENE THE SECOND. 

PolifphonteSf Metope* 

Polyp. Merope, return ; 
Why thus avoid me ? ... I would fain impart 
Tidings of lofky import . . . 
~ Me, I would fain 
Hear nothing from thy lips . . • 
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Polyfh Oh cruel lady. 
Will neither time then, reason, courteoui manners. 
Nor prayers, avail somewhat to mitigate 
Thy fierce resentment ì Thy extravagant, 
And bitter grief, which seemed almost exhausted» 
Why for a year since has that grief resumed 
All Its intensity; thus to thyself 
Rendering thee such a cruel enemy ì 
Thou hatest me; and hate so disproportioned, 
My destiny, more than ray fault, produces.—- 
I from thy consort wished to take his throne. 
Bat not his life, I swear to thee : but how 
Restrain the turbulence of conquering soldiers Ì 
My warriors, hitoxicate with blood. 
Pursued him e'en within these palace walls ; 
Nor from their hands could I deliver him. 
I was, but equitably was, his foe. 
I indeed, from the noble blood descended 
Of the Heraclidffi, could not well surrender 
To him my throne, merely because the urn 
Bestowed it on him* — But the instinctive grief 
Of consort, and of mother, listens not 
Td reason, or to claims however just.— - 
I only wish to know, from whence thy rage» 
Which hath so long existed, hath denved 
New aliment ì Do I not try all means 
To alleviate theiiardships of thy fate ì 
Ah say what reparation could be made 
For a mischance iu war, that every day 
I do not make to thee ì 

Me- Now, wouldest thou. 
That I should render to thee express thanks, 
Because by thee I only am bereft 
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Of consort, sons, and throne ? • • • 

Pdtfp. Thy sons? In life 
One ot them still remains to thee • • . 

^Me. TU false 

Ah ! were it but as true ! ... I have loftt all ; 
I indeed saw that innocent transfixed . . • 
Ah cruel ! Thou perhaps exultest, thus 
To hear the dreadful'scene by me revealed ? 
On that dire night, in which thy satellites 
Ransacked this palace» where confusion reigned^ 
And blood, and cries, and flames, and menaces; 
Ah ! were not aU our children, with their fiuher. 
And our most loyal friends, at once destroyed ì 
Barbarian I thou, alone to scoff at me, 
Assertest, that, my little helpless babe. 
Which with so many others was first slain, 
And then delivered to the hunffry flames^ 
By me was rescued ! Oh ferocious heart ! 
Dost thou regret tibat thy inhuman sight 
On the sad spectacle ne'er fed itself 
Of his poor mangled form ? Thou didst behold. 
And with thy execrable hand didst touch. 
The others with a savage greediness • . . 
Ah miscreant! ... 

Pdyp* Lady, if I deem him living. 
It is because I wish him so.-— As yet 
The first intoxication scarce was past 
Which victory brings with it, ere my heart 
Was much disquieted for those slain children ; 
Who would not only have obtained from me. 
Destitute both of consort and of o&pring, 
In time, the sure protection of a king. 
But all a other's fondness. Thou thyself 
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May'flt clearly see it ; what support have I 
To solace the infirmities of age t 
Can the possessor in a sceptre triumph 
To whom posterity presents a blank, 
A cheerless blank ? • . • Since thou assertest, lady, 
The death of all thy sons, and I believe it; .. • 
At least I may to thee, if not thy sons, 
Consort, and throne restore • • • 

Me. What do I hear ? 
Of whom thus speakest ? 

Pol^. Ofmyself Ispeak. 

Me. Oh unexpected, new, and horrid insult ! 
Darest thou to ofier to a childless mother. 
That bloody right hand which hath made her child- 
less? 
Darest thou thy thoughts raise to th^ monarch's bed. 
Who wert his murderer? To my widowed breast 
Rather present that very sword that slew him ; 
I fear it not, produce it . . • But thou deemest, 
Ferocious man, thy aggravating presence. 
To me, a punidiment more exquisite : 
Hence, at all hours before mine eyes I see thee ; 
Hence, to augment my grief, thou woundest me 
With such atrocious words. 

Pofyp. They are most just. 
These passionate transports of a sorrowing mother. 
Pour out the bursting torrent of thy grief— 
But why should'st thou endeavour to persuade me 
That its intensity will ne'er abate ? 
Dost thou to every reasonable thought 
Refuse admission f— Dost thou not Uve on ? 
Already thrice five years thou hast consumed 
In weeping, and uncomforted distress ^— 
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Yet thou supportest it. Each much-loved object, 
Thou gayest, is taken from thee ; in the world 
There's nothing that thou fearest, hopest, lovest :— * 
And thou remainest living ? — Then, to give 
Some respite to thy sighs, thou feelest yet, 
That new delights may one day rise for thee, 
Then thou hast not yet banished every hope. 

Me» I ? • . • Nothing . . • 

Polyp* Yes, thou, lady : well reflect 
Within thyself; . . . thou wilt discover then, 
That the recovery of the throne, perchance 
Might make thy life less mournful. 

Me. I see clearly ; 
Thou never wert a father : wholly thou 
A tyrant art ; the throne, and that alone. 
Engrosses all thy thoughts. My babes, my consort. 
Far, far beyond all thrones to me were dear ; . . « 
And I abhor thee far . . . 

Polyp, Ah, Merope» 
Listen to me. — I ought now to select 
A fit companion for my destiny. 
All is now quiet ; all Messenia now 
Implicitly submits to my controul : 
Yet does the recollection of Cresphontes 
Live in the heart of many : evermore 
The multitude capriciously regrets 
The monarch which they have not. And perchance. 
During his transient reign, Cresphontes seemed 
Just, mild, humane . . . 

Me. Seemed dost thou say ? He was so : 
He did not stoop to feign like other monarchs. 

Polyp, And would 1 stoop to practise art withr 
thee? 
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And make parade of that, which, if I said it. 
Thou never would'st believe, that Pm consumed 
By love for thee ? — Listen to me. J hope 
Now to be acceptably heard by thee, 
As far as one wno has already cost thee 
So much distress, may such a hope indulge.— 
Danger has ceased, and disaffected thoughts 
With it have also ceased : behold my state. 
Thine is a dreary life, unpitied tears, 
A languishing in pale obscurity : 
Thy friends, if thou hast still such, stand aloof. 
Or, are from terror mute, if they lurk here. 
All here for thee is force ; to this, hast thou 
Constrained me more than others : but at once 
All from a single word of thine may wear 
A different aspect. It would seem to me 
A useless, cruel, and if thou wilt yet 
Have it, an outrage fatal to imrself, 
To any' other lady should I ouer 
The sceptre of Messenia, once thine own. 
For my delinquency this now remains 
The only not inadequate atonement* 
A skilful leader in perpetual wars 
The camp has seen me hitherto ; through me 
Messenia's name alone suffices now 
To intimidate her foes : 'twould sooth my heart 
Now to the citizens to prove myself 
An exemplary king. Do thou then deign 
To adapt thyself to the occasion : well may'st thou 
Conquered do this, if I disdain it not 
A conqueror. A life of wretchedness 
Thou in Messene draggest ; fallen so low 
Thou canst not lower .fall : for thee can I 
10 
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Do all things ; thou, in recompense for this, 
If thou'rt disposed to pardon me the past» 
May'sty I confess to thee> now midce my yoke 
More welcome to Messene. 

J^e. To the good 
Thee welcome ? Who could ever make thee so ? 
Welcome to others, thou, who to thyself 
Art an abhorrence ? Thou dost know too well 
How much thy yoke by all men is detested : 
Nor other joy than this now mitigates 
My pangs—- Provided I would nmke myself 
For ever inftmous» and scorned^ and yife. 
Not only to Messene, bnt the world. 
And to myself, which is far worse, to thee 
Would I resign my hand.-— if thou infer, 
From my protracted life, an argument 
Tliat my affliction is supportable ; 
I quickly hope that error to confute. 
For but a span of life for me remains. 

SCSNB THE THIRD. 

PohfP' -^Cautious in vam ; thou art a mother. 



A day wiU come in which thou wilt thyself 

Betray the pent-up secret of thy hearts— 

Oh ^es ! that son oi thine yet oreathes. What else 

In life supports her ì Yet it serves my puipoe^ 

To feign with her that I believe him dead. 

Perhaps I may to perfect confidence 

The mother lull, while I observe strict watch • • . 

But what hath watching hitherto availed me ? 
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It never hath befallen me hitherto 
To intercept a sinele message, never 
Yet to discover where is his asylum ; 
If it be near or distant : thus bewilder^ 
I know not bow to act • • • For many years 
Merope seem'd to me, if not content, 
Wrapt in a slumber of subsided grief» 
As one that o'er a secret scheme of vengeance» 
That every day becomes more ripe for action» 
Broods silently. But for a year or more 
Her sorrow has resumed its violence. 
And her demeanour has been quite transformed; 
The tears which had been forced back on her heart» 
In spite of all her efforts» from her eyes ^ 
In torrents gush . . • Perchance her son is dead ? • • . 
Yet the Messenians in their hearts retain 
A faithful recollection of the father : 
Nor can I otherwise divest them of it» 
' Even in part» except by placing her» 
With me» upon the illegitimate throne. 
Oh throne I by those who have usurped thy rights 
With what ezpence of toil art thou retained ! 

ACT THE SECOND. 

SCXNB THB V1R8T. 

Pol^honteSf Soldiers» 
PoU^^ Guards, let the criminal alone advance. 
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SCENE THE SECOND. 

Polyphùntes^ JEgisthus. 

Polyp» Stranger, approach • . . Methinks thy mien 
is youthful 
For one so resolute in deeds of blood. 

^gis. 'Tis but too true, before thee I appear 
Defiled with blood, perchance with innocent blood. 
Strange destiny ! and I am also guiltless. 

Polyp. From whence art thou ì 

Mgis, From Elis. 

Pdyp* And thy name ì 

JEgis, ^gisthus. 

Polyp. Thy descent ? 

^gis. Obscure, not servile. 

Polyp» What purpose brought thee here ? 

Mgis. A youthful passion, 
A love of novelty impell'd me to it. 

Polyp. Tell me explicitly, and tell the truthj 
How wert thou driven to such atrocity. 
Though thou hast forfeited all right to hope, 
Still I permit thee to indulge some hope 
If thou'rt ingenuous. 

j^gts. To-be otherwise 
Would be a violation of my nature : 
My free condition is unused to fraud* — 
By stealth, and unadvisedly, I left 
The peaceful dwelling of my aged father; 
For many months already had I wandered 
Through various cities, when, at last, to-day 
I journey 'd towards Messene. I4>ursued 
A narrow and a solitary path. 
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Destined for humble trayellen on foot. 
Which winds along Pamisus* shelving^ banks ; 
Swiftly I trod this path, urged by desire ' 
To gain,the city» which, from dutance seen. 
Gave, by its pompous towers and glittering fimes, 
Abundant promise of magnificence. 
When lo ! I saw a man advance to meet me 
With eager gait, still swifter than my own : 
Onward lie came like one that fear'd pursuit ; 
His mien was youthful; his demeanour bolc^ 
Imperative, and arrogant : from far 
He waved his hand, that I should quit the path. 
Most narrow was the place, and scarce allow'd 
To one free passive : the precarious track. 
By a precipitous declivity. 
Descends on one side to the river's brink ; 
The other side, by thorny bushes choak'd. 
In that direction made the man unwilling 
To turn aside for me* I was incensed 
At his deportment, free myself by birUi, 
Accustomed to obey the laws alon^ 
And to yield deference only to my elders : 
Hence I advanced with an undaunted step. 
He, with a terrible accent, cried, ** Make way." 
I, on the other hand, inflamed with rage, 
Retum'd his menace, and bade him retire. 
Already had we met : he from his side 
Unsheathed a daraer, and upon me leaped. 
I had no dagger, out I lacked not courage. 
With a firm root 1 waited his attack: 
Me he assailM ; I combated his onset, 
Grasp'd him, and in less time than I relate it, 
Flung him upon the earth : in vain he strove; 

VOL. II. I 



194 MERO]^£. 

I with my knees confined him to the ground* 

In both my hands his right hand I imprisoned ; 

In vain he menaced, irresistibly 

And firmly I deprived him of its use. 

When to the contest he perceived himself 

Inadequate, insidiously he feign'd 

Terms of submission. I consented to them ; 

Quitted my grasp, when treacherously a blow. 

Such as thou seest it here, he aim'd at me, • 

And pierced my clothes. The wei^on grazed my 

flesh: 
The wound is slight, but boundless was my rage. 
Blind with revenge, I snatched the dagger from him ; • 4 
And weltering in his blood he lay transfixed. 

Polyp. If this be true, thou hast a lion's heart. 

Mgu* Scarce had my hand the fatal blow inflicted. 
Ere I was stricken with o'erwhelmins horror. 
Unused to blood, I felt myself degraded ; 
I fear'd ; yet fearing knew not how to act. 
First in the stream 1 hurl'd the dagger : thence 
The thought occurred in the same stream to fling 
The bleeding victim : thus, it seemed to me, 
I should defeat all chances of detection. 
I did so.— -Guess if I am used to guilt : 
Ah thoughtless ! bloodv as I was, I ran, 
Unknowing whither, till I reached the bridged 
There by thy guards, whom I avoided not, 
I was secured ; and hither have they dragged me. 
I swear to thee I have confessed the whole. 

Pclyp. Thy tale has all the characters of trutli» 
I feel constrained to pity thee ; but vet 
Justice demands thy punishment. I will 
Ascribe it to misfortune, not to cunning, 
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That thou the body gav'st, perhaps half-living. 

To the vertiginous gulphs of the swift stream. 

But thence» as thou thyself must be aware. 

Thy fault is ag^pravatea. If this were. 

As thou assertest» some base renegade» 

Of which too many now swarm up and down, 

The turbid i>roffeny of civil strife. 

It might avail tnee much. Thy victim's name 

Alone» would now perhaps suffice to save thee. 

JEgis. Wretch that I am ! If I am doomed to fall 
The victim of involuntary error. 
What can I say to thee, oh km^ ? Behold me 
Ready to endure whatever punishment ■* 
Most terrible thy anger would inflict. 
Igrieve for this mischance ; but should grieve more 
^ere I in fault. In my defence alone 
My unsupported innocency pleads : 
I boast no ancestry ; I have no wealth ; 
In all men's eyes I seem a malefactor; 
And ah! I am so, to have left you thus. 
My wretched parents, aged and infirm. 
Thus disobey'd and thus abandoned you, 
Inflicted on you mortal agonies ; 
And perhaps, ere your time» cut short your lives.— 
Ah ! if he yet is living, my good faUier ; 
He who bestowed no heritage on me 
Save uncorrupted manners; he who was 
The lofty image and the brisht example 
Of human excellence» should he e'er hear 
That, in Messene» for the crime of murder» 
I was condemned to die, what grief were bis ! 
Ah ! such a thought is far more terrible 
To me than death. 
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ToLyf. Hear me ; thou knowest we!l| 
Convicted as thou art of «piUiog blood» 
Thy Hfe immediately should pay the forfeit ; 
But yet thy simple undisguised ofHifession 
Iodines me to relent in wy behatf. 
Till I have gain'd more certain infbrmationt 
Both of th^elf and him whom thou hast murder'd, 
I shall awmle suspend the final sentence. 

SCENE THE THIBO* 

Merope^ Pol^honteSt JEgisthus* 

Pclyp, Merope ì .•'Do not mine own eyes deceive 
me? 
Com'st thou to me ? and for what jpurpose» say ì 

Me. The tidings which erewhiie 1 heard have 
brought me* 
Is it then true that by the rivePs brink 
A man was murder'd» and that afterwards 
By the assassin to the river committed ì • • 

Poli^* 'Tis but too true : and here the murderer 
stands. 

Me. What do I see ?.. Oh what a strange resem* 
bianco I 

Pok^. Thou know'st with what anxiety I check 
The least encroachment on internal peace. 
Yet» if thou seest this man, or hear'st him speak» 
Thou almost would'st pronounce him innocent. 

Me. *TìB true : his countenance is not like guilt: 
His mien is noble . • . But alas ! he yet 
With blood is reeking* 

JEgis. Who denies it» lady? 
This blood at first too certainly condemns me ; 
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Bat had I been well versed in spilling bloody 

I had been also versed in cleansing it : 

A little water, and a dauntless face» 

Mi^ht have eternally consigned my crime 

To impalpable oblivion. But» believe me^ 

I feel a punishment far more severe 

In my remorse» than that which the king now 

Prepares for me. Yet unavoidable 

Was this my suilt* Alone, unknown, a wanderer^ 

I was not arm^d for any faUd purpoee. 

The sword I wrested from his hands myself. 

Which 'gainst the fierce youth, in my own defence, 

I was constrained to use ... Ah ! trust my word» ; 

I ne'er was disciplined to bloody deeds. 

Me* Was thy antagonist a youth ? 

JSjgif . He was 
Equid to me in age. 

Me. What do I hear? 

Pchfp. And if he speaks the trulb, I should suspect 
He was some questicmable character. 
Along a solitary path lie flew. 
As if to avoid pursuit • • » 

^ps. Further, I now 
Remember that at first in part he hid 
His fiice beneath his robe* 

Me. He hid his face ? . . • 
He fled ? . ••- ^But thou, didst thou not know him Ì 

JBgism Here 
I am a stranger totally ; and he 
(I have him still before me) seem'd to me 
Also a stranger ; • • • nay, he surely was so ; 
At least his dress bespake it, which appeared 
Rather like that of Elis than Messene. 

Me. Oh heaven!... Of Elis?... 
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JSgis. Yes ; resembling mine ; 
For I too amirom Elis • « • 

M?. Thou?,.. 

Polyp, Butwhy 
So anxious» so inquisitive ? 

Me. What say^st thouB 
I anxious ? . • • 

Polyp. So it seems to me.— In short 
A nameless stranger by another shiin • • l 

Me. Who knows what he might be ? • . 'Tis true . 
Tliere's nothing 
Whence I should take an interest • • . 

Polyp. FormjTselfy 
Were I by duty not constraint to it, 
I ne'er should listen to a cause like this. 
Thou, dead to all affection, dost excite 
In me no small surprise. How can this question 
Interest thee ì 

Me. In me, 'twas mere • • • desire . . . 
To hear..— Yet it appears to me fiir more 
The effect of art than accid«[it, that he 
Should thus from all the body have concealed : 
And thou so lenient to this murderer. 
Who thus undaunted in thy presence stands • « • 
I know not • • . 

Mm. Fear induced me first to fitng 
The body in the stream ; it was not art : 
I stand undaunted as a man should stand 
Whose breast feels self-acquitted. Yet, alas ! 
I felt more wretchedness than thou suspectest : 
And now muoh more so since I see thee grieve, 
Trembling, and apprehensive for the slain. 

Me. I trembling, I ?.. I apprehensive ? . . No . . . 
But those that are unhappy quickly feel 
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Compassion for the unhappiness of others. 

JEgis, For me then feel compassion. Ì, alas ! 
Am rar more wretched than the murder'd stranger, 
And merit wretchedness far less than he. 
Rash youth ! Hwas he that, without provocation, 
First would have murder'd me. What profits it 
That I subdued him^ if I am condemned 
With greater infamy to lose my life? 
And if I lose it not, what can give pain. 
As shame can give it, to a generous heart ? 

Me. Thy low condition hides a noble soul. 
His worda almost compel me . . . yet . . . could I 
Gain some intelligence . . . gain but the name 
Of Jbim whom thou hast murdered . • . 

Polmf* Since, to-day, 
Thou feePst an interest foreign to thy habits 
In hearing this recital ; since I see, 
Oh Merope, that my continuance here 
Restrains the free expression of thy thoughts, 
I know not why . . . 

Me. Restrains ? • • What dost thou mean ? • . 
With thee I leave him. 

Poh/p. No. That from his mouth 
Thou may'st learn more, if more there be to learn. 
With thee I leave him. Thou art well aware 
That I am ready, and much wish, to make thee 
Of every question sovereign arbitress ; 
Much more then^rt thou in a cause so trifling. 
To thee do I refer him ;. of his fate 
Do thou dispose at will. . Let this now be 
The earliest proof that thou despisest not 
£)ach gift of mine. 

M^* And hpw ? • • . 
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Pobm. I pray thee jield. 
Ah! might this be a prelude to thy reign* 

SCBm THS FOUSTH. 

MeropCf JEgUihui» 

JEgis» Canst thou be less compassioiiate than he ? 
Does not my youth plead for me in thy &vour ? 
Look on my mce, and canst thou not read there 
The undissembled feelings of my heart? 
Does not the grief of my distracted parents 
Excite thy sympathy ? Alas ! . « Wert not 
Thou also once a mother ? Ah ! for mine • • • 

Me» Yes» I have been a mother to my cost ! • • 
And yet, who knows ? • • . —Thy mother, lives she 

stin?.. 
A native then of Elis is thy fiither ì 

JEgis. No, of Messene. 

Me. Of Messene, say'st thou ? 
What do I hear ! 

JEgis* I from my iniànqr 
Have heard him so affirm* 

Me. His name porchanoe 
IsPolydore?.. 

JSffis* Cephisus is his name. 

iH?. His age ? • • 

J^is. Is great. 

2ue* Oh heaven ! • . —But yet the name . . . 
And of what rank, what parents in Messene, 
Kno west thou ? . . Noble Ì • • 

^gis. No : he was the master 
Of a small farm, which with his own free hands 
He loved to cultivate ; a peaceful life. 
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Contented with his lot, he with his spouse 
And children led. 

Me, And what fatality 
Drove him from such an enviable state ? 
Why did he auit his dwelling ? 

ÉÌM, Oft he told me, 
Thatby intestine quarrels of this realm 
He had been driven to flight ; that the revenge 
Of potent enemies pursned his steps. 
That all was bloodshed and disturbance here ; 
Whence trembling for his children • • • Oh how oft, 
Dwelling on this, have I beheld the tears 
CQurse down his aged cheeks! 

Me. Thou wert then born, 
Here, in Messene ? And thy fiithor fled 
To Elis with thee? 

JEgis* No: my father carried 
With him my elder brothers, who were all 
Snatched from his arms by an untimely death. 
I only, bom of all his children last» 
In Elis first inhaled the vital air ;•— 
Oh wretched fiither ! and I last remain, 
lì I indeed remain to thee !-— A wish, 
E'en from my earliest years, possessed my heart 
To see Messene ; since it was my ftther's^ 
It seems to me almost my native place* 

Me. Oh heaven ! . • • What words are these ? • • . 
And he like thee 
Is youthful • • • of an age resembKng thine . • . 
And such deportment, • . • such expressive mien • • , 
He seems ; and yet he is not.-— But erewbtle 
Thou said'st, thy victim also came from Elis. 

JEgis* Such my conjecture. 

i2 
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Me. Seemed he in disguÌBe ? 

.^^is* He did. 

Me. In temper? 

.Xsis. Arrogantt 

Me. In dress ? 

./S^gif. Abject. 

Me. And fagitive ì 

JEgis. Swifty as pursued. 
And with suspicion in his looks, he ran 
Towards me. . 

Me. Barbarian, and thou hast slain him) 

.S^. He would have murdered me* 

itfe. And said he nought 
To thee in death I 

JEgis. Weeping, o^er him I stood 
A litue while • • • In death's last pangs he lay • «• 

Me. Ah wretched youth ! • • . 

j3^is. • • • Yes • . . now • • • I recollect ; • • • 
That, all his native fierceness laid aside. 
Sobbing, in tearful accents, he invoked 
His mother's name. 

Me. His mother's name ? And thou 
Perfidious wretch, and thou indeed hast slain him i 
And cast his body in the pily less stream i 
Alas ! • • . He's lost ! • • • 

Mgis. Unhappy that I am! 
What have I done? Does then this crime of mine 
In any wise touch thee ?— Thou hast for this 
Full sanction from the king, dispose of me ; 
And wreak on me a plenary revenge*** 
Oh heaven ! how was it possible for me 
To ofiend thee, Merope, whom evermore 
My heart revered ?— Thy strange calamities 
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I from my father learned : and oft, with his. 

My tears would mingle at the sad recital : 

An ardent longing to enjoy thy presence 

My soul conceived. Oft with my aged father 

Iput up vows for thee to heaven ; with hands 

That then were innocent, I often flung 

Pure incense in the flame that burned for thee 

Before my humble Lares. — ^And have I 

Offended thee ì Ah punish me : at once 

I merit it, I ask it, and will have it— 

But how, in any wise, could he I slew, 

Who to ferocity of manners join'd 

A cruel heart, have reference to thee ? . • . 

But perhaps appearances belied his nature: 

And dire necessity disfigured thus 

A gentle spirit • . . Ah ! what have I said ? 

He, if thou pityest him, is innocent ; 

I only am the culprit ; ah ! on me 

Wreak, wreak thy vengeance. 

Me. But what words are these ! 
What lofty sorrow ! . . . What can all this mean ì 
In spite of my resolve he forces me 
To weep with him. — Thou sayest tha( thy father 
Oft spake to thee of me ? 

Mgis. How many times 
Of thee, of thy slain eonsort, of thy sons 
Did he make mention to me ! 

Me. Of my sons ? • • • 
Oh heaven ! . • • 

JSgis. Yes; of three sons of thine, all slain 
By the atrocious and usurping tyrant. 
Whose fierce demeanour on this very spot 
Smote me erewhile with fear. Severity, 
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However unrdentingy shewn by thee. 

To me were far more grateful than his pity. 

Me^ His words bereave me of all self-eommandL 
Scarce do I yield my bosom to compassion. 
When insupportable.and horrid doubts 
Impel me to revenge : scarce do I cease 
To feel compassion» when, if I behold» 
Or hear him, I am reimpdled to tears. 

Mg^. What secret conflict hast thou in thy heart ^ 
Thou mutterest to thyself? Do I excite 
Thy pity ? Why dost thou not listen to it 7 

Me. Alas ! what «hall I do ? I neither can. 
Oh youth, condemn thee, nor can I acquit thee^ 
Meanwhile remain within the palace : I« 
Ere long, once more will see thee. Ponder well ; 
And ponder o'er again within thyself 
The most minute transactions of thv life : 
Remember every gesture, look, and word. 
Of thy antagonist. Recall to mind 
Also each least expression of thy &ther.-^ 
— But art thou certain that the good old man 
Ne'er changed his name ? Speak. 

Mg^. I am certain of it. 
E'en when a child I used to Usp Cephisus. 
When afterwards he told me that he fled 
An exile from Messene, and commanded. 
That I from every one should keep this secret, 
He also would have told his real name. 
If that had been disguised; full well be knew 
That even at the risk of my own life, 
I should have held such a disclosure sacred. 
I told thee that his birth^jdace was Messene ; 
But what, oh Quef^n, can I conceal from thee ì 
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Me* Let this suffice ; desist from further speech,*— i 
I feel constrained to leave thee for a time» 
To give relief to my long*pent-up tears*—- 
This palace I assign to thee meanwhile 
As thy sole prison. I again ere long 
Shall hear thee ; and thou sbalt repeat the whole : 
Shalt answer to each question by itself» 
At length» distinctly» word by word» shalt answer. 
May I find truth ìb, thee • • . But thine is not 
The aspect or deportment of imposture. 

SCSNB THE riVT«. 

^gis. What can this mean^ Whence is it that 

my words 
Excite such strong emotions in her heart?— 
Now with a look more furious than a tyger's 
Towards me she springs ; now she addresses me 
With more than e'en a mother's tenderness; 
Beaming with softness» and suffused with pity» 
Her anxious eyes she fixed on me» and wept. 
Whence can my slain antagonist awake 
Such deep aflliction ia her ì Were she no^ 
Had she not long smce been* a childless mother^ 
I should suspect that I had slain her son. 
But yet» who knows f . . , Perhaps some adopted 

child 
Was dear to her : or perhiq^ she waited 
For some one to her projects • • • But in vain 
Are my surmises ; I know nothing,— Now» 
iBgisthus» thou seest clearly ; now thou seestf 
Whether thy good and aged fudter spake 
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With truth to thee; << Nerer debase thyself 

To look with envy on the great ; they are 

More wretched than ourselves/' . • • Tis too, toQ 

true: 
Nor ought I now to quarrel with my fate» 
Whate'er that fate may be, when I behold, 
A lady so illustrious • • • now deserted • • . 
Doomed to a life of such calamity «— 
But 'tis already night. Since from these walls 
I am prohibited from venturing forth. 
To some interior chamber of mìa palace 
Let me advance ; and cleanse me of this blood. 
Ah ! that I thus could wash 4way my crime !— > 
But heaven, who knows whate'er I've done, is just : 
And, if I merit it, let heaven chastise me, 

ACT THE THIRD, 

SCENE THE FIRST, 

Polydore^ 

Poh Here with the dawn I come ; and deem my- 
self 
Most fortunate that no one saw me enter.-— 
Ah cniel palace, after fifteen years. 
At leneth, once more I see thee. Full of fear 
I left thee, on the day, that in my arms 
I bore the only son of my good king. 
The precious remnant of his sacred blood. 
To a secure asylum : but, impressed 
With a far different terror I return . • . 
Alas ! too certainly this is the girdle 
Which once Cresphontes wore ! This is the clasp ; 

8 
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Here is the impress graven by Alcides : 

This precious pledge my careful hands retained 

Full fourteen years* Now twenty moons have waned 

Since to his side I fastened it myself. 

Ah inconsiderate, and impetuous youth ! 

Thou would'st not hear me ; to my wary counsels 

Thy ears were deaf. . . Behold the consequence ! . • 

Oh dajTS of anxious suffering for me !.. • 

Now for a year IVe lost thee ; and in vain 

I have already for six tedious months 

Thy footsteps traced ; and now as I approach 

Thy natal country, on the river's brink, 

In a retired path, I find thv girdle 

Drenched in a sea of blood ? Ah wretched me !.. • 

What can I now attempt ? • • • But first I hope 

To meet with Merope. Ah, may kind heaveni 

Present me to her, ere I meet the tyrant ! 

This is my only wish. What have I now 

Left for myself to fear ? What life to lose. 

If of my young Cresphontes Pm bereft? • . • 

And yet, who knows ? • • • Perhaps I am deceived • • 

Perhaps • • • But how can it e'er be ?.. . His mother 

May know of it?* .. And if she know it not ? .. 

Ah ! how can I ever impart to her 

Such a dire tale ? • . . Yet, how conceal it firom her ? 

Oh heaven I . . . But some one comes ; • • • Let me 

flv hence • • . 
But no ; a lady hitherward advances ; . . . 
Alone advances ; • . • and she seems to me . • . 
Ah ! yes ••• 'tis Merope • • < Let me accost her. 
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SCSK9 THE 8BCOHB« 

MerapCf Pallidore. 

Pol. Oh queen ! 

Me. Who in this place can thus addrest me ?• •» 
Who art thou, good old man ? What do I see ?.. • 
Art thou? • • • Do I mbtake not? • •• Poiydore? 

PokYe»... 

Me^ Speak : my son . • • Brbgest thou life, or 
death? 

Pd. At length again I see thy face ... At Iragth 
I print a kiss upon Uiy sacred hand. 

Me. Tell me • • . My son • • , 

Pol. Oh heaven ! • . • -—Can I speak here ? 

Me. Thou may'st speak aow; we are unseen by 
any; 
I am accustomed, ere the dawn, to go 
Each morning, unattended, to weep there, 
Upon the tomb of my adored Cresphontes. 

PqL Oh tomb, of the most excellent of kings ! 
Ah ! that I there might on it breathe my last ! 

Me* Be quick, and tell me ... Thou dost make 
me tremble . , . 
Wherefore dehiy ? Wherefore return so sad? 
Say, hast thou found him? Hast thou traced his 

steps ? 
Speak: 'tis now sii^ months, since thou quitted'st 

Elis ; 
Now is the year fulfilled, whose every di^ 
Has seemed a day of death. 

Pol. Unhappy me ! 
Think what is my distress • • • Thou never then 



ACT THS THIRD. 209 

Hast heard of him ? 

Men Ah no ! • • . Bat tibou ? • • • 

Pol. The half 
Of Greece I've traversed ; love» hope, strong desire» 
Gave a new strength to my exhausted age : "- 
I visited Olympia, Cyllene, 
Corinth, and Laoedaemon, Pylus, Argos, 
With many other cities ; nor gained once 
Intelligence of him : his ardent youth. 
And his adventurous spirit, who can tell 
How far they may have carried kirn ?*» Ah, son !.. ; 
The wish in thee was evermore too strong 
To travel, and to learn : oh worthy ofl&pring 
Of mighty Hercules, my scanty hut 
Contained thee not. Though thou wert utterly 
Unconscious of thy birth, each look of thine, 
Each thought betrayed thee . . • 

Me. When I hear thee speak. 
What various impulses I prove at once ! 
Ah ! where, where art thou, son ? • . • Thou flatterest 

not? 
He grew up worthy of his ancestors ì 

Pol. Worthy ? ... Oh heaven ! A temper more 
sincere. 
More noble, modest, and magnanimous, 
I never saw : and so well formed in person ; 
In temperament so vigorous ; in mien 
So masculine; and sq humane in heart :»« 
What was there not in thee ? Sole solace thou 
Of my old age ; mv ancient consort lived 
In thee ; in thee alone I also lived : 
Far more to us, than son . . ! Ah ! among us 
Had he been seen by thee I ... As if in heart 
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He felt his lofty birth, with gentle sway 
He ruled us at his will : but evermore 
That will was just and generous. Ah, my son ; 
The involuntary tears gush from my eyes 
Whene'er I thmk of thee. 

Me* With joy and grief 
And thou too makest me to weep at once. 
Oh heaven ! • • • and when shall I see thee again ì 
Oh when ? . . . Ah, son, am I then doomed to know 
Thy many precious qualities, while now 
I cannot know whither thou wanderest ! 

P(d> What was my suffering never to be able 
To give thee further tidings of his fate 
Thim that he lived ! But confidence was here 
Most perilous : scarcely dared I dispatdi 
The covenanted token to inform thee 
That he had left me, and that afterwards 
I sought to trace his footsteps. 

Me. Fatal token ! 
Ah ! hadst thou never reached me ! • • • From that 

day 
I have had peace no more • • . What do I say ? • , • 
Peace ? • • • Ah I thou knowest not . • • Tremendous 

fears. 
Doubts, apprehensions, and fìtlse dreams, or true. 
By thousands and by thousands shake my soul. 
Mo more in quiet sleep I close my eyes : 
But if, o'ercome by weariness, perforce 
The lapsed powers of nature briefly drowse, 
E'en more jthan joyless vigils, frightful dreams 
Exhaust what little of my strengm remains^ 
l^ow I behold him as a mendicant 



ACT THE THIRD. 211 

Wandering alone, unused to cope with toils. 

The victim of an unpropitious fate ; 

Clad in a squalid gaih, the laughing-stock 

Of arrogant prosperity, debased 

By infìimous ref^ulses . . . wretched me !.. • 

Now I behold him on the brink of death, 

'Mid bellowine billows of the vexed sea : 

Now band and feet with servile fetters laden ; 

And now assaulted, mangled, Inassacred, 

By fierce assassins • • • My torn hearty oh heavens ! 

At every instant throbs ; and when by chance 

I hear of men unknown, who have endured 

The outrages of fortune, I reflect, 

That each of these may be my son, and tremble. 

Suspicion working in my sickened heart 

Swells into credence, and E freeze with terror : 

And from the thraldom of one agony 

I cannot rouse my apprehensive sjurit, 

Until a more tremendous one assails me..* 

Could'st thou believe it ? Yesterday a youth 

That in a private quarrel lifeless fell 

Upon the river's bank, and afterwards 

Was, from the fear of him that wrought the deed. 

Into the river cast, my spirits troubled ; 

And still does trouble them* He was a stranger • • . 

PoL Slain ?.. « Yesterday ? ... A stranger ?.. .By 
the stream ? . . • 
Oh heavens ! 

Me, But what! thou tremblest ? Speak to me. 
My fears perchance were true ? • • • Alas ! • • • thou 

weepest?... 
Thou waicest pale ? . • • And scarcely canst thou 
stand r . . . 

fcL —Alas ! What should I do ? what say to her ? 
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Me. Thou mattemt? Speak to me.— What are 
thy thoughtK? 
What know'at thoa? What dost fear M would hear 

aU: 
Ah ! rescue me from doubt ; • • • 

Pol. I camiot speak ; 
Both power and utterance fiul me •• • 

Me. I'm o'erwhehned • • • 
All courage now to qtiesdon thee is fled • • • 
Biit yet I will; I will know e'en the worst. 
Why should I longer languish on in life. 
If I have ceased to be a mother ? Speak; 
Thou know'st it all ; the victim • • • 

Pd. 1 know nothuig . • • 

Me, Speak ; I command thee. 

PoL IJost thou know this girdle? • • • 

Me. Oh siffht! With fresh blood it is reeking 
yet r. . . 
Oh heaven ! It is the girdle of Cresphontes t • • 
I understand . • • I • . • faint • . • 

PoL At dawn of day, 
Erewhile I found it on the river's bank. 
Swimming in blood : some one was slain there ; ah I 
There is no doubt ; it was thy son. 

Me. What death ? • . . 
Oh cruel destiny ! . • . And I yet live ì ... 
But thou» thus didst thou keep a j^et^e so sacred i 
In&tuate that I was 1 in whom have i 
Reposed my hopes, my life ì Shouldest thou not 
Have stood inseparably at his side ? 
What weapon should have murdered him, that first 
Had not cut short thy long and useless life ? 
Say hast thou served me thus i And thus loved him ì 
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But, ah ! thou weepest ? And repliest not ì 
Yes, His the blow of destiny alone : 
Ah ! pardon me, I am a mother • . • No> 
A mother now no more ! . • • To die • • • 

PoL Ah me I 
I merit all thy anger . . • Yet heaven knows 
That faultless ... 

Me. Ah ! my heart forewarned me of it • • • 
In that disastrous night when in thy arms 
I placed him • • . Thou wilt never see him more . • • 
With his infantine hands» so eagerly 
He clasped my neck ; oh heaven, it seemed that then 
He knew our separation was eternal.— 
Where are ye fled, ye fifteen years dragged on 
In tears, in fruitless hope, and racking fear I 
So manj, and so many woes endured, 
The odious sight of Polyphontes borne. 
That I at last should lose my all at once ì 
And in what manner ! . . • And before my eyes !.. « 
By ruffian hands • • . deprived of sepulture . • • 
Oh son, dear son, at least thy bloodless corse 
Should have been given to me ! I might at least. 
Embalming it with tears, and clasping it. 
Have died upon it. 

PoL And I, . . • of fifteen jrears paternal care, 
Thus to behold myself despoiled ? Alas ! 
I come to pierce thy heart . • • And yet, . • • could I 
Hide it from Ihee ? 

Me. To die ; nought else remains • • • 
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SCENE THE THIRD. 

Polyphontest Merope^ Polydore. 

Pdiiyip. Brought hither by the unaccustomed sound 
Of more than common sorrow, I approach : 
What ma^ this mean f-i^-Say who art thou, old man ? 
What tidings hast thou brought? 

Me. Now, quickly come. 
Oh tyrant, at the sound of woe, of woe, 
Such as thou heardest in this very palace, 
The day, that death pursued thy steps. Oh thou> 
Who with the woes of -others feed'st thy heart, 
Exult now : thou at length beholdest me 
Utterly desolate. 

Fol^fT^. Ah !— Then he lived, 
That son, whom thou affirmedst to be slain ? 

Me. Oh thou unwary tyrant ! could'st thou deem, 
Since I endured to live, my son was dead ? 
What life I led thou knowest ; evermore 
Constrained to see thee . . . Yes ; he was alive ; 
I hid it from thee ; and the only hope 
I cherished in my breast, was, that one day 
I here should see him the insuppressive dread 
Of impious men, the thunderbolt of heaven, 
The avenger of his father, and his brethren^ 
Of me, and his hereditary throne. — 
Had this not been, I never had endured 
To hear thy words one instant, more offensive 
When they presumed to offer terms of peace, 
And overtures of execrable love, 
Than when they threatened me with bonds and 
death. 
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Polyp. To him who wished thee partner of his 
throne^ 
Givest thou such recompense ? Oh lady» I^ 
Who hear myself by thee proclaimed a tyrant» 
Am far less nerce than thou* Yes, I knew well» 
I knew thy son was living; nor didst thou 
Deceive me • • • But, meanwhile thy just distress 
I pardon : perhaps soon the day will come-^ 
But art thou certain of this now ? Where was 
This son of thine ì And whence does he come-here^ 
This messenger ? . • . Methinks his face is not 
Quite new to me ; methinks • . • 

Pel. Thou knowest me : 
Attentively survey me ; oft hast thou 
Beheld me in attendance on thy King 
Cresphontes. I am Polydore. When others 
To an usurper bent their servile brows, 
Messene I abandoned. Look at me : 
These locks» *tis true, are whiter than they were» 
This form more bent from length of years» this face 
By hardships» and by sufferings now impressed 
With hues of death : but still I am the same ; 
Still thy most mortal foe. I saved from thee 
My monarch's only son : I nourished him» 
I educated him ; vox him resigned 
My natal soil,; and honours forfeited» 
And wealth» and my loved country lost for him. 
All these privations were more dear to me 
Than loftiest rank^ with homage to a tyrant.— 
Alas ! why did I not with him expire ! . . . 
If thou dost thirst for vengeance on the past» 
Wreak it on me: leave M^rope to weep 
In liberty; and from my wretched life» 



216 M£aopx. 



Which now is almost spent, deliver me* 
Nought now afflicts me but that I no more 
Can give to-day the vigcnrous years of youth 
To the pure blood of my legitimate kings. 
But this the tremulous remnant of my life» 
Such as it is I ofier it, do theu 
Confirm the sacrifice. 

Po!^ Thou dost excite 
My pity» not my wrath : thou hast well done 
In going thus to voluntary exile* 
To a rebellious subject I award 
No other punishment. Thou art criminali 
Not for the rescued childi which was indeed 
A generous enterprize, but inasmuch 
As thou preventedst not his luckless end* 
When 1 discomfited thy lord in fight. 
It was thy dut^, in the camp, that day 
To take my life, or then to die for him.*— 
Yet now I unreservedly forget 
Whate'er is past . . . But feigned inteUigenoe 
Dost thou not brine" insidiously ì Now tell, 
When, where, and how, he died. 

Me. Art thou not then 
Content to know him dead ? Would'st thou perchance 
Also behold him ì Would'st thou reassure 
Thy apprehensive and ignoble heart 
With the atrocious sight ? And view a mother 
Shed tears of blood upon her lifeless son ? 
Go then, and fetch him from the river's bed, 
Where not an honoured but a quiet tomb. 
He has obtained, and drag him through. Messene* 
Insults, which thou could'st not when living give 
him, 
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Inflict on hiin now dead ; go. He» who was 
Erewhile assassinated, is my son* 

Pohjfp* And shall I trust this tale? Wert thou 
with him ? 
Say. How ? • • . 

F6L Alasy indeed, I came too late ! 
Ah 1 this assassin should have slain me with hiou 
I never saw him ... 

Pdm. How then dost- thou know it > 

P<JL Behold ; this is his girdle, formerly 
The dncture of Cresphontes ; with his blood 
Still is it reeking: in a sea of blood 
I found it by the river ; dost thou know it ì 
' Feast on it thy fierce ^m.— -A vouth, unknown, 
A stranger, and from Elis • • • Oh ! could it be 
That he were not the same ! 

Me. Soon will my death 
Convince thee that 'tis he. But thou, perchance, 
That here fei^n'st ignorance, in that very place 
His murder didst contrive * . • Why say perchance l 
There is no doubt of it* A short time since 
Thou tranquilly conversedst with the assassin : 
Whence sprung that pity which he raised in thee, 
If not begotten by thy cruel joy ? 
Ah ! yes ; he was thy messenger . • • 

Polyp* Canst thou 
Be so deluded, Merope ? I swear, 
I never saw him. If thy son came here 
Concealed, alone, a fugitive, disguised, 
How could I ever know it ? He who slew him^ 
How could he recognize him, if to him. 
Not less than to myself, he was unknown ì 

VOL. II. K 
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Woul**t thou haTC ftwther pvoo&f Mto thmi Ay- 

self ^ ^ 

Kot fteV conipMskm for the murderer ? 
Did I not leave him with thee ? At thjr will 
Didst thou not question him ? The.arbitress, 
Did I not make thee, of his deBtkqr? 

Me. If thou art nor then guikv itf the cnme» 
The infamous culprit now is in thj power 
Within these palace waMfc VengMW» atone 
Can now protract my life a few brirf m^eiita. 
Grant now that I may <piidcly see him Ml 
Upon the tom^of the unappeascd Cfesoheates ; 
There, midst a thousand and a tèoosaud tonneitts, 
LeC me behold him, hk perfidioua soul 
Breathe Ibcth in death : andlihen.« 

Polyp- With equity 
I might award a reconupwce t» on© 
Thttt slew a vile assassia who apyrosteh'a 
With circuravenliTe art» to murder me. 
But yet i will myself ayeage the death 
Ofmyiwvelefatefoe; (thualeawi that thou 
Aspevsest me unjuslly i) te that death, 
I mòmise Aee a plenary atoiMment . . , 

^e. Rigoroua and unexampled^ swift and dread- 
ful, 
I will that it should be : never tdl now 
I ask'd of thee a boon : be this from tfcee» 
As •tis the firet to me, the latest fiwrour ... 
But speak'st thou trdy ? • . I can scarcely trust thee • . 
With all the blood of diat fesocious maa 
To satiate my eyes . . . What do I say ? 
My eyes? I wiU mysdtf mflict the blow ; 
1 wiU within that heiurt a thousand timf s 
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Immerge the dagger • • . Ah atrocioas bfeart 1 

That heard my son, with his expiring voicei 

In lamentable tones invoke his mother • • • 

He heard hun^ 3ret he tossM him' in the stream» 

Perh^fH yet half living ; perhaps in sudi a state 

That even, then he might have been d^iver*d 

From dealii's tremendoos jaws • • • And he erewhile 

Recounted «his to md ; I listened to himi 

And almost tbonght him imiocent ; thus more 

The murdever than the murdered woke my pity« 

Pity ! Yes, now I will atone for it : 

Such an example will I make of him 

As never yet was heard of ; I myself,-^ 

But thou, tell me^ did'st thou not promise it ? 

And wilt thou keep thy word? 

Pol^. Thou shalt thyself 
Here speedily, wreak on him what revenge 
Pleases thee best. Ah ! might his blood abate 
Witfab thv heart the hate it bears towards me ! 
Ah may thy in£g«itio& utterly 
Exhaust itself in him ! I fly from hence 
To execute thy wish : no longer now 
Will I intrude upon thy just distresa ; 
But quickly I return, at least in part, 
To solace it. — ^Meanwhile do thou not quit her* 
Pity in thee I do not reprehend i 
But A»v tìae mother feel it, if thou hast 
Felt it so nmeh already for the sdtau 

SOWKETHEFOl^RTBi: i • 

PolydorCf MeropCé 
Pol. Retile imhileta^apartmeuts». lady. 
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Permit me^ Merope, to avail mjadf 
Of the importunate and tardy pi^ 
Of the fierce tjrrant ; at thy feet permit me^ 
Weeping with thee, and npeaking of thj aon^ 
To breauie my last • • . Maj I see him are^ged^ 
And afterwards expire i--«Com^ lady» cxmie ; 
With grief and indignatioa thcm^rt.exfattKted» 
And thy knees faif beneath. tii|r vdgfat^ If thott 
Refusest all repose to .thy worn firane» 
Thou wilt not live to witness thai rerenge 
Thy soul so much desires» 
Me. Ah ! may I see it ! 

ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCBME THB FIRST* 

MgUthùs* 

JRgii. The I'Vig conmiands that I await him here ? 
My £te is then irrevocaUy seal'd : 
Wiiate'erit be, I fearlessly expect it» 
My only consolation, k to. knew / :■. ^ j 
That I am iimocent. Yet evevK^e ! 

( If haply longer Hfe be «paired; tn me ) 
'Twill DC to me in all vicissitudes 
Haunted by bitter thoughts; eternally . 
That murifered man will flit before.mine eyesb»— . 
If in my heart I cherish flattering hopes. 
Of pardon, heaven knows whv I cherish them. 
Beloved father J for thyself moey 
And once more to behold thee» I desire 
Protracted life ; to iredtore peace to thee» 
Of which I robb'd thee ; with my pious hands 

8 
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To dose thine aged eyes swimming in death : 
For too fUisuredly thy failing life 
Is drawing near a close ! . . • Ungrateful son ! 
Perchance thyself hast forwturded his deaUi ! • • 

* SCENB THE SECOND. 

Polydofe^ Mgisthus. 

PoL It se^QQS that Merope is somewhat calm'd, 
Wuting the tyrant's coming : to that tomb 
Meanwhile I will repair • • • 

JEgis. What voice is that ? 

PoL There offer up my vows • . • 

JEjgis. Heavens ! Is it true ? 
Po rbehold that venerable mani • • 

Pol. There shed some pious tears • • • 

JEgis, I'm not deceived ; 
His snowfT locks, his gait, the self-same garb • • • 
Turn this way, good old man ... 

Pol. Who calls me thus ? 

JE^» Ah&ther... 

PoL Whom do I see? Oh heaven! Thou here} 
Thou living ? Where then am I doom'd to find thee ! 
Ah! hide thyself. I tremble ... Wretched youth !. . 
Thou art undone. 

JBgis» Ah ! suffer first that I 
A thousand times enfold thee to ray bosom* 
Doubtless for me, oh father, thou hast placed 
Thy feet within Messene, where thou hast 
So many foes ; dar'st thou for me incur 
So great a risk ?.. Oh heaven ! an impious son 
Am I ; I merit not such proofs of love ; 
Too much I err'd in leaving thee. 



PoLAkMÌ 
. . . ChoakM by my tears • •• I caoBot • «speak • • • to 

tliee... 
Ah, hide thyself. • . Fly henee . . • Thou art,. «Thy 

risk 
Is immiDeiit • • . How cam'st thoa in Messene ? • • 
How in this pakce? • . 

JEgU» In a lacklefls hour 
Thon findest me, oh fiither : in thete waDs 
I am a prisoner . • . Htm my heart is rent 
In bemg forced now to confess to*thee. 
That on the very verge perchance I stand 
Of being sentenced as a nomidde 
To ignominious punishment. Perchance, 
I yet may be absolved, for innocent 
I am, aluiough indeed a homicide • • . 
Ah! what a son hast thou r^gmn'd in me I 

PoL Oh unexpected destiny ! Didst thoa 
Then kill the stranger on the river's brink ? • . 

JEgis. Ikill'dhmi,j 



J yes; but in my own defence* 
P(3. Oh &tal blow !.. Oh my paternal cares ! • • 
Ah, tell me; • . See if any one can hear us. 

J^gU^ As fiur as I can see, no one is near: 
That passage, which leads hither from the pahuse, 
With guards is crowded ; but they are remote ; 
They cannot hear us. But what would'st thou say. 
Oh father, that I do not know already { 
Behold me, prostrate at thy feet I M : 
Ah! long ere this, repentant in my heart, 
I've wepti and ^eeo again, that I have oiv'n thee 
Such mortal anguisn. I know all already. 
What do I not deserve ? How could I quit 
A father so indulgent and so tender ì . • 
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Ah! if I e'er return to see again 

Our dear domestic hearth» i^ef er» oh neveri 

Will I, I swear to thee, one step depart 

From thy protecting presence • • . My loved mother» 

With her ium fiues it, say ? • • Weeps she for me ? • • 

I seem to hear and see her ; . • and I weep • • • 

Fok Oh son! • • • compel me not to shed these 
tears !.. 
This is no time for it • • • I would . , • 

Mgis. Reflect: 
If any one here saw thee ì Thou must be 
To many here well known • • . If recognized • « • 
For thee alone I tremble • . • To what risk 
Have I exposed thee !.. Ah ! retire with me 
Where I in weeping passed this tedious night ; 
There let me hide thee till the close of day. 
Ah 1 if the tyrant should discover thee ! • • 
And at the same time if he should find out 
That I am thy son ! . . Come : yet I feel some hope : 
For Polyphontes is not now possessed 
With rage intractable; and in my cause 
I found e'en Merope inclined to mercy ; 
Hence I am justified in hoping yet 
Pardon for my involuntary crime. 

Pol. Oh Heaven ! • . Did Merope herself. . • To 
thee . . — - 
•——It now behoves me that I speak to him 
Brieflyi but fully • • • Ah ! • • What can I do ? . , 
What say to him ? • . And what conceal from him ? « • 
Withdraw thyself at least for a short time. 

JEgis. Fruitless were the attempt; I should be 
sought for ; 
I was commanded to wait here. But why 
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Conceal myself? • . 

Pd* Thou never didst incur 
Danger more imminent; nor I e'er felt 
Such mortal anguish. Merope herself 
Has sworn thy death : and Polyphontes here 
Amid his minions comes with Merope* 
Herself would be thy executioner ; 
For the assassin of her only son 
Merope deems thee. 

Mgk. What have I then done ì 
A son remainM to her, a son, and I 
Have robb'd her of him ?— -Ah I come here» come 

here. 
Disconsolate mother; thyjust wrath appease 
In this perfidious heart* What, punishment. 
What death, what infamy, deserve I not ì 

Pol But, . . thou • • art not • . the murderer • .of 
her son. 

JEg^ Then? 

Pd. Thou art not. 

JBB^. But what does this avail ? , 
She minks me so : she is a childless mother, 
Of her last hope bereft : 'twill be a solace 
To her distress to sacrifice my life ; 
Then let her come • • 

P6U Ah no ! . . She of her son 
Is not bereft. 

Mgis. But he, that I destroyed . • -** 
At aU risks I will see her ; hear her . . 

Pot Fly.. 

JEstB» 1 will not, nor can I • . 

PS. Or at least •• 

Mg^. But if I am not then . • 
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FoL Thou art . • that son 
Whom she laments as dead. 

^m. I ! What say^st thou ?.. 
I am? . . Thou not my father ? • . Am I then 
Sprung f!bm Alcides' blood ? 

PoL Oh Heaven !.. be silent ; 
Though not my son, to me tiiou'rt more than son. 
I rescued thee from hence ; I brought thee up 
Under the feign'd name of ^gisthus ; I 
Preserved thee, wretcl^ed that I am, perchance 
For a more cruel fate. 

JEgis. Ohmysteiy, 
Evermore, hitherto, to me profound 
And unintelligible ! For Merope, 
Whene'er I saw her, in myself I felt 
I know not what of indefinable. 
Confused, and unimaginable love ; 
And at the same time felt towards Polyphontes 
More indignation and antipathy 
Than ever yet mere tyranny excited. 
Yes, now I recollect, now I behold, 
Now comprehend it all. Thy name is not 
Cephisus. 

P6L It is Polydore. At once 
My name and rank I hid from thee. I fear'd 
The indiscretion of thy youth : but how 
Could any one foresee ? • • Meanwhile, oh heaven ! 
The hour passes, and ere long • • Ah ! if I^could ' 
Give Mer(n>e a timely warning • . 

iEgtf. Heaven, 
Which o'er m^r life hath hitherto alone 
Seem'd to preside ; that Heaven whidi reseued me, 
k2 
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An infant, from the vigilant revepgie 
Of a blood-thirsty tyrant ; Heaven which Uni 
The heart of youth to thy old age, the strength^ 
The enterprize> the .«ourage ; shall it he 
That Heaven now leaves me by the very hinds 
Of my own mother to be aacrificed f-— 
Shall It who am the oApring of Alcides, 
If there be one who with a sword will arm 
This strong right hand, shsU I permiit myself 
To be demuriiwed by an abject tyrant ì 

Pol. Young man, thou seest nolhhi^ b^ tjby v|h 
lour; 
But I behold thy danger. To deceive 
Merope more complelely, and abatie 
The general hatred, crafty Polyphontes 
Now feigns a pity for that very sen» 
Whom, having in hia power^ he would aUy^ 
But if the impious usiurper aees him 
Restored to life, he wiU at once resume 
His bloody and ferocious character | 
And thou wilt fall his victim. Ah ! beware ; 
I fly to intercept thy motber^s steps : 
Perhaps jet I may ne able • • Ah! if I 
Arrived m time ! . . 

Mgis. Methinfcs that I beb(4d 
Soldiers advancing hitjierward • « 

pa. Alas! 
With Polypboiites Merope ^pi>raacbes » • 

JEsis. And afler them a train of armed men • • 

P(?. What shall I do ? . • Stand at my side, oh 
son! .. 
I swear at least to die in thy defiance. 
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Polyphonies, Merope, JEglsthus, Polì/dorè^ People, 
Solders. 

Polyp. Beholdy oh Merope, I now cotomk 
Into thy hands the murderer of thy uon. 
Let him be manacled with heavy chaim ; 
And instantaneously at thy nod expiry. 

Me. Ah miscreant t barbarous and alrocuMii^ wretch! 
Assassin vile ! thou hast imbrued thy hands 
In the pure blood of my beloved soni 
What now avails it that I spill all tbine ? 
Can all thy blood redeem a drop of his i 
1, who already was so mudi afflicted I 
And thou, beyond all women mi all motbers« 
Hast rendered ne incomparably wretched !•«« 
Rivet those iron chains; prefpuure for htm 
Horrid and imexampled ironies; 
And let his labouring soul toil forth in death 
'Mid exquisite and long^protracted torment», 
I will behold hk Uoody tears gush forth s 
I will myself inflict on him not no». 
But thousand, thousand deaths.-t-^Ah Merope, 
Alas ! . . Will this restore to &ee thy son i 

Mgk. Oh Merope, I yield myself to thee a 
Yes, to a mother willingly [ yield, 
So justly desperate : and if in chains 
These had not bound me, thou hadst well sufficed 
To \9Te2k on me what torm^ts please thee best. 
Just is thy indignation • • Yet thou knowest 
That guiltless, and e'en worthy of compassion, 
£rewhile I seem'd to thee. 
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Me. lì •• felt for thee ? . • 
Compassion ? . . — ^Yet those accents on my heart. 
Whence is their unknown power? . . — Why thus 

delay ì . • 
What pity do I feel ! • . What words were those ì • . 
Let us depart, and draff bkn to that tomb ; 
The father's shade, and those of his slain sons. 
May by his blood be pacified; . • and mine ; 
For I shall quickly follow them. 

Pol^. One instant 

Be pleased yet to suspend* Soldiers, and you, 

Messenians, witnesses I wish you all 
Of this just solemn' act.-— 'Clandestinely 
This angiy mother to my detriment 
Conceard a son : yet not the less I feel 
Compassion for her grief; and I attest 
The righteous gods, that had she, when alive. 
With generous confidence reveal'd him to me, 
I had, e'en as he were a son of mine. 
Watched his well being, and his tender yean 
Defended with a fond solicitude. 
Dead, 'tis my duty to avenge that son. 
Ye hear ?— Promptly be Merope obeyed i 
To such immeasurable wretchedness 
A single victim is inaidequate. 

JEgis. Ah ! a far dì£^rent victim is required 
To appease Cresphontes' shade. 

Me. What mutterest th<iu ? 
Let us depart . • 

Pol. 1 pray thee, pause a little • . 
I would impart to thee . . Ah ! hear me 

Me. Why 
Speakest thou thus in whispers ì Thou wert once 



ACT THE VOORTH. 229 

Devoted to Cresphontes ; of his son 

Thou wert the guardian : dost thou now repent 

Of thy fidelity ? And what, dost thou 

Grieve for the murderer ? • • • FeePst thou pity for 

him ?.. 
And prav'st thou that the blow • • 

Pol. I . . pity ? . . no . . 
But thou'rt a mother . . Pause . . Now more at length 
Thou should'st from him himself hear many things 
Qf thy lost son. 

Poi^. This youth then knew that son ? 

Me. What can I hear i — What dar'st thou to pro- 
pose? 
Hop'st thou to mitigate my rage ì Did he 
Not slay my son ì Didst thou not tell me so ì 
Did not himself confess it ? This his belt, 
Beeking with blood, placed in my hands by thee. 
Does that not give assurance of the fact? 

JEgis. That belt is mine^ I swear to thee. Un- 
clasp'd 
I lost it from my side* 

Pol. Perhaps there might be 
Another like to this • • . that murder'd youth • • • 
Perhaps he was not thy son • • 

Me. What new fraud 
Am I compelPd to hear ?.. Ah guilty tyrant ! 
Then hast thou all corrupted ? Even him, 
So faithful to us once ? As in defiance 
Would'st thou the assassin of my son preserve. 
And feign'st to wish him slain? and means like 
these ?.. * 

Poli/p. Oh lady» thou'rt distracted by thy grief. 
Who cannot here perceive . • 
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Me. Iftheo» in truth, 
Thou doBt d«iire his death» there now romaiivi 
No more for me to hear. E'en now I hold 
M^ rage rettrain'd no lonj^er ; all delay 
Will turn this tide of passion 'gainst myself. 
Wherefore advance we farther ì In these thresholds 
Where equally my immolated spouse 
Is witness to the deed» without delay 
Let him be fmcified^i— To me that sword; 
Myself. . • with my own arm to strike thee now t . • 

JEgU. Bared te thy blow behold my breast. Ah 
mother 1 • • 

FcL Pause . . 

Me. Let him die. 

Pol, Ah ! pause • • 

Polyp. Thus darest thou f • • 

Me, Perfidious wretch ! • • What now ? . • Tho)i 
weepest» tremblest» 
And I, I cannot smite him ! . • 

Polyp* What means this? 
There is some mystery here ! Speaki old man» speal^. 

POL For pity's sake • • 

Pdyp. Speak. 

Me. Let me smite him now. 

Pol. He is.. 

Me. Who, who? 

Polpp. Quick . t Speak • , 

Pot. He is my son« 

Me. Ah? how? 

Polypn This youth thy son ? 

Mgis. He was my father. 

Me. He Ues^-^But if he were» he slew my son^ 
Thus, die. 
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Pd. Ah! paiw • . H^ is thy sod. 

Mgis* Oh mother • • 

Me^ Oh heavens ! 

Polup* Her son?* • 

Po/. Thou art a mother ; save him* . 

Me. My son ! • • 

Polyp. What plot is this? Quick, guards, advance # • 

Me. I am thy shield, oh son • * Ah, yes, ot this 
My heart assures me s I am yet a mother • « 

Polyp. Soldier9 • « 

Me, No sword that has not first pierced me 
Shall touch his form • , 

JEgU. I clasp thei» in my arms, 
Oh mother ! • « 

Polyp* Now, what lies ào9l^ thou bring here, 
Thou prating evideupe pf worn^ut fables ? 
An infamous assassin; one that top 
Denies not thaj; he is su<ch ? • • He thy son ? • • 
Shall I brieve it? Guards» dispatch him quickly. 

Me^ In&mous thou « • But while I br^th^, my son 
Is safe, 

PoL I call the heavens to witness it, 
He is Cresphontes^ That belt is his own : 
From this alone the error sprung. To you, 
Messenians, I am known ; 1 am not perjured • • 

Mg^. Do none among^you recognise my face? 
Of your illustrious monarch I am now 
The only representative.. Alas ! 
Is there not one that foMght beneath his banners 
In all this multitude ? 
Polyp. He lies* Dispatch him • , 
Me. Me first • . No,' never , • 
JEgU. Ah 1 release my arm ; 
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Give me a sword, a swonl : by mj expioits 
I shall be quickly recognized.- 

Me. What words! 
Oh real o£Espring of the ^reat Alcides ! 
By his deportment, by his lofty speech, 
jio not ye all now recognize him ? Thou, 
Dost thou not recognize him by thy fear. 
Oh Polyphontes ? Tremble now • • Ah no T 
'Tis I that tremble ; to the earth I bend 
My suppliant knees. Ah ! do thou yield to pity ! 
This realm of mine, which thou would'st share with 
me, ^ 
At least it seem'd so,) keep exclusively ; • 
jet it be always thine. The throne usurp'd. 
My slaughter'd consort and my sons, all, aU 
I nreely pardon thee : except this son. 
Nothing remains to me in all the world ; 
I ask no other boon ; spare him to me . « 

Poh Reflect, that in thy unestablishM realm 
Thou still hast man^ foes ; that thou canst not, 
Without a mighty risk, destroy her son. 
If I deceive thee, take my. life. Erewhile 
Thou didst prepare thyself with so much pomp 
To avenge her for her son, hoping him dead ; 
He Uves, and thou would'st have him slain i 

Polyp* This youth 
I might with iustice, whosoe'er he be, 
Sentence to death. But yet, still more and more. 
Lady, before the eyes of all Messene, 
I would convict thee of unworthy fraud. 
He is no son of thine ; for thou thyself 
Sawest thine own son alt perish in the flames; 
And all Messene often from thy mouth 
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Has heard the narrative : all here, with me. 
Esteem the assertion of this one pid man, 
A renegade, and doubtless bribed by thee. 
In so important an affair, a proof 
Ki^culous and vain : yet, while I wait 
JFor other more conclusive arguments, 
I will suppose it true- — Release hinj, guards.— 
Uninjured I restore him to thy arms ; 
Hence to the marriage rites proposed by me 
I hope to make thee yield . . 

JSgis. Oh infamy ! 
Shalt thou contaminate that father's bed 
Of whom thou hast deprived me ? Rather now 
Slay me upon the spot ; 'twere a less evil • . 

Me. Ah! son ; cease now to irritate him more. 
Who knows what cruel projects he revolves ? . * 
Ah! Polyphontes . • . 

Fok^. Clear this vestibule 
Of thv auxiliary troops, Adrastes; 
Let the accustomed guards alone remain, 
And let the people for a while give way; . « 
It shall return . . Heardest thou what I said? , • 

SCENE THE FOURTH. 

PohfphimteSf Merope, Pdydoref Mgisthus^ Guards. 

Me, What has he said to him ?.. Oh heavenis I . • 
I tremble ! 

Polyp, Nothing in all the world can save him, lady, 
But thy consenting to be mine. If yet 
There lurk some rebel subjects in Messene, 
I in these walls am undisputed lord» 
This &ble of thy son shall be examined ; 
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Should I destroy him, all my after ill» 
Could not to life restore him. A short space 
I grant to ih j reflectioiis.^-Befbre sun-set. 
Here, in the presence of my household Gods» 
Thou shalt have eiven to me thy hand in marriage, 
Or here, before thy eyes, I shall mysdf 
Haye slain this youth. 

Me. Ah I • • hear me • • 

Pdl/yp* Chuse«— -I leave thee. 
Invent at will supposititious tales ; 
At least I have ye all within my power.— 
Guards, whosoever of these should try t* escape 
From this my palace, slay him instantly* 

SCENS THE FIFTH. 

MeropCf Polydoret JEgisthuSf Guards at the bottom 
of the Scene» 

Me. Beloved son! • • My only son !.. I scarce 
Can think it true • • • And would I have destroyed 

thee? 
I ? . . Yet my labouring and bewilder'd heart 
Felt a mysterious chedc . . But what hard terms 
Restore thee to me ? • • Wherefore thus complain ì 
All terms are easy that restore my son. 

il^. Ah wretched me ! It had been better lar 
That I had perish'd in my infitncy. 
Oh mother, whither, whither do 1 drag thee ! « . 

Pol. Hear me, oh queen : a dire necessity 
Constrains thee to submit* The cruel blow 
Is but delayed from the perfidious hope 
Vf hlch hath possess'd the tyrant to gain timi^ 
And not increase the universal hate. 
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J^OYided that he caa obtain thy faaad^ 
He, for a time at least, will hold with thee 
His hard conditioiis ; but if thou refuse» 
He will resort to nanguinaij sdiemes. 
As to the most secure- 'Tis needful now» 
Now, if it ever was, for thee to shew 
Thyself a mother» and nought else. *Tis true» 
To a dire sacrifice Uiou doom'st thyself; 
But for thy son thou dost it • « 

Me. For his sake 
What would I not perform? What doubt?.. 

JEgUp Oh mother I •• 

Poi. But» if it be performed, there then aiise 
A multitude of faojyes. The tyrant feigns ; 
I hope we may anticipate his prolects. 
No sooner win our ancient fneoas have heard 
That the last son of their Cresphontes lives. 
Than they will subtly stratagems devise 
To rescue him from the perfidious tyrai^ 
If they behold him» what may we not hope ! 
Nothing is wanting to them but a leader • • 

Mgis. And I wfll be that leader. 

P(^. Yes» oh son • • 
I dare to call thee by the accustomed name. . 
Their leader thou sludt be : within my heart 
I feel a joyful presage ; since the gods 
Have heretofore vouchsafed to rescue thee 
From the first violence of the frantic tyrant. 
Meanwhile» dissimulation fi>r a time 
Is indispensable ; thou» Merope» 
Afiect without reluctance to accept 
The in&mous conditions ; 'tis thy duty < 
Thouy youthful champion» struggle to assume 
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^ Conciliatory maimers, briefly such . . , 

As to root out from, or» at least in part. 
Abate suspicion in the impious king ; 
Whence with his own arms thou may'st triumph o'er 

him; 
Thou art constrained to this» if it concern thee 
To break those heavy chains assumed for thee 
By thy devoted mother. 

u^V. Ah ! I swear . 
To obey thee ; swear at least while I am powerless. 
Woe if a sword is offer'd to my wrath i 
Ah then I only listen to my valour» 
And to the orompting voice of my dead father. 

PoL Ah ! hold thy peace.—- >Laay» do thou consents 
That» in thy name» without delay» I go 
To the usurper ; here consummate .art» 
And prompt decision» are alike required. 
I shall know better how to feign than thou. 
Grant thy consent that I may pledge thy hand: 
Confide m me ; I will» if I am able» 
Obtain at least a temporary reiroite. 
If hi his wish he persevere» to-cuiy 
To celebrate the mipious nuptial-rites» 
I place great hopes m the Messenian's aid* 
Meanwhile do toou thy overweening courage. 
And thou thy overweening hate» ccmceal. 
I feel a mother's tenderness for thee ; 
And furthermore I have a father's sense» 
And long experience t place in me relinice. 

.^Sgis. Oh father ! 

ift^. Speedily, my faithful friend» 
Depart ; dispose of me and my concerns* 
I, with my son» will heiK^e retire a little. 
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Merope, Mgiithus. 

Me. In kissing, and embracing thee, at last 
Let me indulge myself. 

^gis. At what a price. 
What horrible price, thou purchasest the blessmg ! 

ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCENB THE FIRST. 

PohffibonteSf Soldiers. 

Pclyp. Merope ^^ields at last. — Adrastesi go. 
And spread the tidings of my nuptial rites ; 
And now, as far as the amplitude permits, 
Of this my royal threshold, yield admission 
To all the most distinguished citizens. 
At the same time convey to Merope 
Swifl intimation, that I here await her 
Ready with all her widies to comply. 

SCENE THE SECOND. 

Poli^hontes, 

Pdyp. Fortune, propitious hitherto to me. 
Begins to wear at once a frownios aspect. 
Can it be true ì That, that Cresphontes, thus. 
Who has so long successfully evaded 
My per.:evering and sagacious search, 
Shoul'i now, when I the least expected it. 
Appear before my eyes? And wnen to death 
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I jnsùj sentence him, a strange concurrence 

Of perpteLcd and inextricable chances. 

E'en my own ill-advised and feigned compassioB, 

At once condemn, betray, and rescue him. 

If mj career b^an with artifice. 

So in its progress I must use address; 

TUX the fit time for arbitnuy sway 

BetQins. Messene HMumim: hence must I 

Afiect more frankness and security 

Towards her in all my conduct. Merope 

Only consents to these abhorred nimtiius. 

Because she is a raeUier; and perchance 

From hence she afterwards expects my ruin • • • 

But I'll anticipate her strati^ems. 

As BMidi as to herself these rites to me. 

Are odious: but I thence expect to raap 

Greater and earUer advantages. 

Amid the marriage-bed's securi^, • 

A common table» and a common dwdUng» 

A thousand, thousand means at every moment 

May be contrived to perpetrate the deed 

Tliat now I cannot consummate, nor leave. 

Without great risk, in after times, half done-» 

SCENE THE THf BD. 

Merope, JEgisthiu, Pohdore^ Pclyfhmtes^ Soldiers, 
People, Priests, Victims. 

Pohfp. —Oh queen, appisoach ; thus fimt I give 
to thee 
Thy ancient epithet. At last thou yieldest : 
Oh ! may the da^ be most propitious ! 
Thou seest a festive pomp by me prepared 
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To eive due splendour to the solemn act. 
As Su' as brevity of time permitted. 
That everj prejudice is laid aside. 
Severing our mutual interests» I wish 
llie nobles, and the people» priests, and gods. 
To witness ; that to eadi one is restored 
His aadent privile^ ; and that thus 
A lofty compensation I award 
For every outrase suiered in my cause. 
Me. — But, those, that staftd around us, from thy 
mouth 
Have heard perchance, that Tm a mother yet ì 
And at what j^rice the liie of this my son 
To me thou yieldest ? < 



Pchm. Brewhiie, in thy name. 
This old man spake to me another laiiffuage. 
What Ì Art thou changed already ? Yet, if thou 
Desirest to coanaanicato thy thoughts 
To this august assembly, likewise 1 
Widi it to share m mme. I do not shrink 
From making free confession of my schemes» 
llien let Messene hear me.-i-.Here 1 came 
A conqueror : to tins throne, with this my sword, 
Where yet my ancestors invited me, 
I cleared myself a path. Your king subdued 
Before the victor fell. I, perhaps too fierce 
In ^t emergency, sufibred his sobs 
To lose ^ir mnocent lives : atrocious fruit, 
But one by custom sanctioned, of success. 
The throne I gain'd, that Uirpne I still retain ; 
But what a leader, fiither, judge, and king, 
To all of you I since haive proved myself. 
Ye all can testify. Withm my palace 
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Merope lived in full security ; 
And turther, as the omisort of a king» 
Honoured, caressed, and idolized she lived. 
Yet, well I knew, that to mj detriment» 
For impious vengeance, she preserved a son* 
Behold this you& whom she proclaims her son ; 
Behold him ; see with what design he comes. 

Me. Behold him» yes : this is Alcides' blood 
Degraded thus ... Ah traitor ! who reduced him 
To tlus disgraceful sUte? . 

PoL Oh son, restrain 
Thy just resentment . . • 

Pohp' Yes, surely it is I 
Who hither drag him in the character 
Of a perfidious murderer. I that soiled 
His impious hands with inoffensive blood* 
Your lofty champion» your youn^ hero» see i 
Most incontestibly he's proved hunself 
The worthy progeny of Hercules» 
Who now approached clandestinely to slay me : 
And with another barbarous homicide 
Meanwhile his inexpert right-hand accomplished 
In bloody violence : and lurk'd disguised» 
In generous ambush» waiting for the hour» 
When he might find a passage to my breast 
Thus» in what character he comes» ye learn ; 
And fraud» or artifice» or accident» 
Reveals him thus to you. 'Tis in my power 
To inflict on him the punishment he merits : 
But my desires for peace are too sincere : 
From me has Merope implored his life ; * 
lyield it to her ; solely on condition 
That she refuse me not her hand in marriage» 
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And thu8 at length all broils betwixt us cease* 
Nor this suffices : if this be her ofispring. 
Since other sons I have not, him I chuse 
My 8Ucce88or.**What ought I to do more ?— - 
Ought I indeed to do so much as this ?— 
— And you, Messenians, heretofore accustomed 
To the dominion of a hoary warrior. 
Would you swear fealty to a beardless youth, 
Nursed in obscurity, to himself unknown. 
Who hitherto no presage of himself. 
Or one that is discouraging, hath given ; 
Who ignorant of the arts of government • « • 

JEgU. Ignorant ? I am, 'tis true, of arts like thine ; 
I am not, no, of those Alcides practised : 
And shall give proofs of this « . . 

Pol* Ah ! hold thy peace : 
Why thus exasperate him ? Thou seest it; 
Too numerous are his satellites r each man, 
From terror, here is mute. 

Polyp. No, ye are mute, 
Messeoians, by profound amazement stricken 
At my incautious lenity. My words, 
I clearly see, have thoroughly convinced you : 
And furthermore improvident I seem, 
Now that to these I wholly trust myself; 
And since their hearts already have been made 
To me so manifest. 'Tis true ; but yet 
I wish, whatever the cost, to make to them 
A memorable and sublime atonement 
For ray past victory. — Now, Merope, 
On thy decision I depend : erewhile 
I gained thy sufirage ; wouldst thou now retract it ? 

itfe.— This universal petrifying silence 
vou II. I. 
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But too peremptorily forebodes my doom.— 

Mjr son — ^yes, let my death ensure his life ; 

This duty dictates. — Oh thou unavenged. 

And sorrowing shade of my adored Cre^hontes, 

Pardon the involuntary breach of faith ! 

By thee I was a mother ; for thy son 

To these funereal marriage-rites I come. 

Oh son» thou calPst me to a bitter trial . • . 

But I am recompensed abundantly, 

If thou remain'st alive • . . Can it be true. 

That I am thus by violence constrained ? . . . 

Oh ye, in former times, of this youth's father 

The faithful subjects, can ye witness us 

Reduced to such extremity ? • « . 

Polyp, Make haste • . • 

Me. Ah! be not thou incensed: a few words 
more. 
And I shall cease to speak»— Hear thou, oh son. 
My latest admonitions. Do thou bend 
That brow where ineffectual pride sits throned 
To the despotic conqueror : I, alas ! 
Can only now afford thee an example 
Of desperate passiveness ; and how to bear, 
With dumb inflexibility, the worst. 
Now only, by preventing his desires, 
By silent acquiescence, by attempts 
To wear at least humility's exterior. 
By never mentioning thy father's name ; 
^ow only by these arts may'st thou perchance 
Divest his thoughts from blood. Ere long wilt thou 
See me for ever to the tomb consigned : 
Do thou meanwhile, though difficult to obey. 
Carefully treasure up these my last words* 
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.Sgis» Oh wretched mother ! . ! • 
But can I be persuaded to drag on 
A life like this, bought at so vast a price i 
To pine in servitude is not to live 
To natures such as mine. Do thou live on» 
Beloved mother ; and permit that I 
Die, at least worthy my exalted father. 

Polyp. 'Tis past all sufferance» this delay of thinei 
Oh ]M[erope. The kingdom> perfect peace^ 
Thy son, these I restore to thee at once. 
Whence are these tears ? Hopest thou to excite 
My subjects to rebellion ? I confide 
In their fidelity. E'en if I would» 
Each of them now sees clearly that» for thee» 
I could do nothing more. — Resolve ; on high 
0*er the bull's neck the sacred axe impends. 
Behold my right hand ; thine» oh M erope» 
Is now by me expected as the signal» 
To immolate the victim to the gods. 

Me. What am I doing ? ... Oh despair ! • • • Oh 
day ! • . . 
Oh terrible moment ! • • • Here's my right hand 

then ... 
But» oh ! distracted» bloody» menacing, 
Cresphontes interposes ! . . • Where am I ?.. . 
Ah ! . • whither shall I fly ?.. . Messenians» pity • . • 
JE^U. Oh rage ! and shall I suffer this ? . . • 
Pol. Be silent ! . . . 
On thee already does the t3n'ant dart 
His rabid eyes ... 

Polyp. No more. Yet once again» 
Oh lady» do I offer it to thee : 
Behold mv right hand. 

Me. Oh distraction ! . . • Mine • . . 
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JEgis. Die thou.' This is the right hand due to 
thee. 

Pol- Audacious youth! 

Me. What do I see? 

^ffis* Die thou.' 

Pwyp. Oh treason! . . . Guards • • • I die • • • 

Guards. He is a traitor; 
Slay him. 

People. No ! rescue him ; he is our king.' ^ 

Me. He is my son, I swear to you ; your sing I ; . 

Mgis. Far other proofs will I give you of this. 
And this my single hatchet shall disperse 
Javelins and swords.^ 

Me. Messenlans, ah defend him • • ; 

Pol. I breathe again . . Behold the tyrant's troops 
Already are dispersed • . • 

Me. Oh son, return! • • . 
Ah wretched me !.. . 

Pol. Through blood I will pursue him : 
Had I my youthful arm ! But, for his sake, 
I will lay cfown my life.— Ah ! hear me, son : 
Return : rush not so rashly forward ; ah ! 
Let me alone perish in thy defence • . • 

JEgis. At length we've conquered them. Rejoice, 
oh mother ; 
Thou seest the mercenaiy soldiers fly. 
Fly to a man : Adrastes, by my hands, 



' Haviog seized the axe from the faaqd of the priest, he 
darts towards Polyphootes, aad levels him to the earth with 
a blow. > 

* He repeats the blow. 

3 The people assault the guards. 

4 He darts among the combatants. 
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Lies lifeless ; and the citizens in crowds 
Flock more and more . . . 

Me. He is my son, Messenians ! 
He is Cresphontes ; he is your true king : 
Do you not recognize him by his face. 
His voice, his looks, his unexampled valour, 
Andy more than all, by my maternal love ? • • • 

Pol. And by my oath which now confirms her 
words Ì 
Oh yoUy Messenians, by my hoary looks. 
By my integrity well known to you. 
By the remembrance of that great Cresphontes, 
Rather to us a father than a king ; 
I do conjure you yield implicit faith 
To my asseveration. . I myself 
Rescued him from Messene ; brought him up • • « 

Mgis. Messenians, there, stretched lifeless on the 
earth, 

iDo you behold him) Polyphontes lies : 
slew him ; I alone avail'd to avenge 
My fòther, and my brothers, and my mother, 
Myself, and you : if hence I guilty seem 
To you, I yield myself to you alone. — 
Behold, the axe, which for such deeds sufficed, 
I cast it on the earth : behold me now 
Wholly defenceless, wholly in your power : 
If I have shed the blood of these unjustly. 
Be mine in retribution shed by you. 

People* Oh generous, noble you A 1 In every thing 
His father he resembles • . . 

Me. And in him 
Cresphontes lives again • . • 

People* Auspicious day ! . • • 
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Thou art our rightfiil king. 

FdL And worthy king. 
Let me first, hombl j prostrate at thy feet, 
Offisr to thee my rererential homage ! 
And, citizens, do ye all kneel with me. 

People» To thee* we all swear everlasting £uth. 
Thou wilt be just as thou art valiant : 
That lofty aspect cannot be deceitful. 

Mm. I swear to be so. And if I be not. 
May I, as this usurper, lifeless fall. 

Poi. Ah ! why on this day do I not expire ? 
Ke'er should I die more happy. 

Me. Oh, my son, 
Come to my breast But ah! ..from. . too much .. 

jov... 
I feel myself o'erwhelmed. 

Mps. Oh, mother ! • • She 
Sinks lifeless from immoderate emotion. 
To some more still apartment let us lead her-^ 
Hither, Messenians, I ere long return. 
To unfold to you the mpteries of m v fete. — 
Thou, my good father, follow me ; do thou 
Still deem me less thy monarch, than thy son; 
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A TRAGEDY. 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

Mary. Ormond. 

Henry. Murray, 

bothwell. 

Scene, — ^The palace in Edinburgh. 

ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENE THIS FIRST. 

Mary^ Murray. 

Mur. If thou darest hear the truth, oh queen, I 
dare 
To thee express it, since thy &ithfiil people 
Of this esteem me capable ; and since 
Around the throne there are none who incline, 
Or dare to speak it. In my breast I bear 
A flame, not fed by human sympathies. 
Which, caught from him, aspires to God alone. 

Ma. Your licence yields no small encouragement 

4 Whether by me indulged, or snatched bv you) 
'o popular licence. Your unhallowed schemes,. 
Beneath the sacred shelter of the church, 
Securely flourish : ye are dqw detected.. 
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But, that it nunr be manifest that I 

Hear truth as fearlessly as thou canst speak it, 

I listen to thee ; speaki 

Mur. It grievetn me 
That 1 have not found favour in thy sight ; 
But perhaps I now may serve thee ; to do this 
Will be more meritorious than to please thee. 
These tears of mine are not dissembled tears : 
Nor are they prompted by fallacious fear : 
These tears are representative of those 
Which all thv people shed, this voice of mine 
The organ orali hearts. — Novr answer me; 
I, in all Scotland's namci the question ask ; 
Tell me, art thou a widow or a consort ? 
Is he, whom thou thyself hast, by thy side. 
Placed on the throne, who has the name of king. 
Is he thy spouse ì or enemy, or slave ì 

Ma. Henry a slave, or enemy, to me ? 
How speakest thou ? My lover and my spouse 
My heart accounts him always ; but of his 
Who can affirm the same ì 

Muri He, far from thee. 
Can ill appreciate thy genuine thoughts ; 
Thou his still worse. 

Ma. Who keeps him far from me i 
'Tis self-imposed, this exile from the court. 
How many times have I invited him 
To return here ? Yet erewhile, when I was 
Reduced by sickness to the brink of death. 
Did he not only never visit me. 
But never once sought tidings of my welfare ? 
This w^ the best reward of my ^fection ; 
I pass o'er others ; and I pass it o'er, 
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That from my vassal I made him your king. 
And for a long time mine; that for his sake 
To the most powerful kings of Christendom 
My right hand I refused ; — ^but I would fain 
Confer, and not remember, benefits. 
Perhaps e'en now the many unjust insults 
By Henry shewn to me, I might forget, 
K I beheld in him, on their account» 
Even the flattery of feigned remorse» 

Mur. Thy cold reception banished him from thee, 
The whispers of the court, the audacious looks 
Of servile satellites, perfidious smiles. 
Nods, and inquisitorial insolence. 
And all the arts devised by courtly men 
To wound, yet cast the wrong upon the wounded; 
Arts not alone effectual to drive thence 
A man, distinguished by a monarch's name. 
But one the most enduring and most passive. 

Ma, And when each individual of this court, 
As emulous to win his favour, smiled. 
Was his deportment different ? The torch 
Of Hymen still for us was here illumed. 
And I perceived already, that his heart 
Was, of the throne, and not of me, enamoured. 
How oft, alas ! my lukewarm royal bed 
I bathed with tears ! How oft to heaven complained 
Of the importuning rank, by which I lost 
That best of human blessings, the sole ^ood 
That sheds some sweetness in life's bitter cup. 
Loving, and being loved 1 Yet, though exempt 
From false and overweening self-esteem, 
I saw myself e'en in the flower of youth, 
That youth adorned with more than common beauty ; 
l2 
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I felt myself (and thence had more to give» 

Than either youth or beauty can impart) 

With real love inflamed. What gain'd I hence ? 

I bore the cruellest of human insults. 

Prodigal of my honour, as of his, 

Rizio he murdered with an impious hand ; 

Eternal blot to both . . • 

Mur. And what ? Is that 
E*en yet by thee remembered ? A vile stranger 
Raised to supreme command, at once displeased 
Thy consort, and thy people • . . 

ma. But should he 
Have made himself the assassin of that stranger ? 
How could he act so that men might infer 
That I burned towards him with flagitious love ? 
Just God, thou know*st it well ! — To me was Rizio 
A faithful counsellor, profoundly skill'd 
In all the various characters of men, 
A minister expert : and by his means 
I steered securely 'mid conflicting parties : 
Vain, by his means, were the perfidious snares, 
So oh repeated, of Elizabeth, 
My bitter, indefatigable foe : 
Lastly» by his means, Henry, with my hand. 
My sceptre gain'd. Nor did he feel contempt. 
Proud as he was, and crafty in his pride. 
For the vile stranger, while he saw in him 
The instrument by which he was to gain 
The distant crown. He gain'd it : and from him 
What recompense did Rizio thence receive ? 
Amidst the quiet shades of night, beneath 
My royal roof, 'mid hospitable rites, 
The sacred confidence of privacy. 
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'Midst helpless ladies, and before my eyes» 
Bearing within my womb the first dear pledge 
Of our unhappy loves, he comes by stedth 
For trait'rous purposes, and dares defile, 
With blood, as guiltless as it was ignoble, 
My table, my apartment, and my dress. 
Nay e'en my person, and what's more, my fame. 

Mur* Rizio was raised unduly. To a king, 
Can any circumstance be more offensive. 
Than to derive his honours from a subject ì 
He who once gave might take away the throne ; 
And he who thus might take it, is by kings 
Hated and slain. But yet, to thy revenge 
Henry surrendisred his accomplices : 
With blood, methinks, for blood thou mad'st atone- 
ment.-— 
I come not here to speak in Henry's praise : 
He is inferior to the throne ; who knows 
Not this Ì But I come hither to remind thee 
That he's thy consort; that from him there springs 
The sceptre's only heir. On you reverts 
A heavy scandal from your private jars ; 
And we are menaced with impending danger. 
'Tis said^ that he returns to-day : ere this 
He hath returned ; but evermore from hence, 
More gloomy hath retired, and afterwards 
A deeper sadness hover'd o'er thy palace. 
Let him not come in vain to-day, I. pray thee : 
Enough, too many jarring elements 
This realm contains within itself. I see 
Religion, by a thousand different sects 
Trodden to earth, profess'd and disobey'd. 
The consummation of our woes would be 
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Royal dissention ; ah, avert it» queen ! 
Without the poison of a flattering tongue. 
From a sincere heart, fervently I speiu:. 

Ma, I trust to thy professions i but enough. 
Now the first audience ought 1 soon to give 
To the ambassador from England.— Go — 
Leave me :— Know thou, and say it, if thou wilt, 
To all my people, that, of my good fame, 
I live not so regardless, as to need 
That others now remind me of my duty. 
That which by love of truth thou Bxi compelled 
To say to me, do thou repeat to Henry, 
To whom 'twere more adapted. If he can, 
Let him, without resentment, or alarm, 
This thy free language hear, to which, in proof 
Of an offenceless conscience, I have listened. 

SCENE THE SECOKD. 

Mary. 

Ma, Ye lying demagogues of the blind vulgar. 
Ye instigators of an impious sect, 
Must I be doom'd eternally to hear 
Y^our arrogant harangues ? — Of all the griefs 
That plant the throne, on which I sit, with thorns. 
These are the hardest to endure : yet I 
Am forced to endure them, till my tarnished throne 
Resume, by my means, all its original brightness., 

SCENE THE THIRI>. 

Man/f Ormon^* 
Or. Oh queen, to thee, the messenger of peace. 
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And the confirmer of eternal friendship, 
Elizabeth hath sent me : in her name. 
In every eiiterprize» 1 offer thee 
Her powerful assistance- 
Ma. 1 already 
Know by experience what her friendship is ; 
Hence mayest thou infer the extent of mine* 

Or* Hence I derive the confidence, and courage, 
To intercede with thee • •• 
Ma. For whom? 
Or. Thou knowest 
That marriage-rites have not yet shackled her ; 
That of her throne thy son is hitherto 
The only successor : may it please thee. 
For the dear sake of this beloved child. 
The hope of both these realms, precious to us, 
No less than to thyself, to banish from thee 
All rancour that thy heart may entertain 
Against his father. Thou, at all events, 
Would'st chuse him for thy spouse ; and can it now 
Be true, that a precipitate divorce 
Should sever him from thee ? • . • 

Ma. And who has spread 
Such tales of me ì False be they, or malignant. 
Yet if the threshold of Elizabeth 
Haply they reach, must they find fiuth in her Ì 
Not e'en a single project of divorce 
I ever entertained ; yet were it so. 
What meanest thou l Could that to her give umbrage, 
Whom to my nuptials formerly I found 
So utterly averse ì 

Or. Elizabeth, 
Though never envious of thy happiness. 
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Was jealouB of thy honour. She applied 
Counsel both frank and friendly, to thy free 
And royal judgment. She dissuaded thee 
From nuptials perhaps somewhat less illustrious, . 
Than mi^ht befit an independent princess ; 
But nothmg more. Persuaded thoroughly 
Of thy fixed resolution, she was silent ; 
Nor do I think that blame to her attaches, 
If thou art not in perfect happiness. 

Ma, 'Tis true: kept she not in hard fetters bound 
Heniy, whom I had chosen for my consort,. 
So, that a fugitive from prison, he 
Came to my royal bed ; and his right hand> 
Yet livid from the pressure of her chains. 
To my right hand he joined ? does she not now, 
In a well-guarded tower, within her realm, 
Retain by force the mother of my spouse ? 
'Tis well becoming her, indeed, to feel. 
To-day, compassion for her former prisoner — 
Thou should'st from this most exquisite distress - 
Relieve her, by assuring her, that Henry 
Lives, at his pleasure, in full liberty, 
Within its precincts, or remote from court ; 
That from my heart I have not banished him^ 
And that I never knew, nor know I now. 
To investigate the private cares of others. 

Or, Nor does Elizabeth, within thy palace^ 
Presume to penetrate, more than is fitting. 
With curious indiscretion. Royal secrets. 
Though known to all, to every king are sacred. 
I am commanded to suggest to thee 
Respectfully, that to a double realm, 
One heir alone afibrds a hope too scanty ; 
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And that the existence of a single child 
Has much of casualty and incertitude. 

Ma, This most magnanimous solicitude 
Of her great heart hath in my heart inspired 
Reciprocal solicitude. I i/et 
Cherish the hope to be again a mother : 
And ^et to make her happy, who partakes 
In all my joys, with a new numerous o£&pring. 
But if she is as prodigal of aid 
As of advice to me, I hope ere long 
To see in perfect peace, not only this 
My palace, but my realm. 

Or, To obtain such peace, 
I in her name now venture to propose 
As the best means . « • 

Ma. They are ? 

Or, No doubtful means. 
She wishes thee somewhat more mild to those 
Who not thy yoke, but that of Rome, have spurn'd. 
E'en as thy other, these are faithful subjects, 
And far surpassing them in strength and numbers ; 
They feel as men, and are thy loyai sons ; 
To whom their different creed alone procures 
Such disproportionate oppression. 

SCENE THE FOURTH. 

Mary^ Ormonde Bothtvell, 

Ma, Ah, come ; oh Bothwell, enter these apart- 
ments. 
Hear what incredible advice» to me. 
The representative of England's queen 
Brings, in his mistress' name. She wishes me 
More mild towards the heretics ; she wishes 
10 
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MjTself and Henry indivisible ; 

And trembles lest divorce should sever us. 

Both' Now who could give her of thy government 
Such false impressions ? What religious sect 
Hast thou e'er persecuted? Who to-day 
Dares even to pronounce the word divorce i 
This day» on wnich Henry returns to thee • • 

Or. To-day, say'st thou? 

Ma. Yes • • Now thou see'st how I 
Anticipate Elizabeth's desires. 

Or. Deceitful fame exempts not even kings.^— • 
Laden with falae intelligence it came 
E'en to my mistress ; as there came to thee 
A character of her not less Macious, 
Which painted her thy foe. I eptertain 
(Perhaps 'tis self-flattery) the lofty hope 
Of being of your genuine sentiments 
The not unwelcome true interpreter. 
While, in compliance with the will of each, 
A station in thy presence I maintain 
No less felicitous than dignified. 

Ma. Oft are the deeds of those, by lofty rank 
Exposed to scrutiny, perversely judged : 
Mine, hitherto by mnocence inspired, 
Shrink* fìrom no witnesses. Be they made known 
By thee to Elizabeth: meanwhile, as well 
For thy own sake as her's who sent thee hither. 
Thou wilt be always honoured in my court. 

SCENE THE VIFTH. 

Mari^f Bothxioell. 
Ma. Hard to endure ! Well do I know her hate 
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And rancour; yet am I constrain'd to admit 
And honour her delator. With new arts 
She now assails me. Recommends the good 
That I may do it not. She asks of me 
To grant a toleration to the sects ; 
Then, that I persecute them, in her heart 
She wishes. She dissuades me from divorce ; 
Ah I then she hopes to hasten it. I know 
That much as ever sceptred mortal err'd. 
She wills that I should err. With her own arts 
I shall know how to parry her attacks. 
I willy by granting her dissembled wishes. 
More and more torture her malignant heart. 

Both. Thou know'st I said this to thee, when thou 
deignedst 
To unfold thy thoughts to me. Henry should not 
Now be remote fì*om thee for various reasons. 
Whether his menaces to quit the realm 
Be true or feign'd, thou ought'st to take from him 
The means of doing it» by watcliing over him. 

Ma. The shame of such a flight would fall on me. 
His throne, his son, his country, and his consort, 
Quitting, and begging a precarious shelter ; 
Who that beholds him thus will deem me guiltless ? 
I will not be a fable to the world ; 
Rather will I embrace the worst misfortunes. 

Both. Thou hast well chosen. Oh \ were this the 
day 
. That full domestic peace returned once more ! 
Since he to thy solicitations yields. 
To which he hitherto was deaf, at length 
Thou mayest hope. 

Ma. Yes, I would fiun believe it. 
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At length, a true, though late remoFse, for all 
His past ingratitude, conducts him here. 
He still will find me to himself unchanged : 
Andy if I see him penitent, disposed 
To pardon all the past. 

Both. Ah I were he so ! 
Thofi know'st full well how much I wish thee happy. 

Ma* The recollection of my debt to thee 
Will never quit my mind. Thou hast avenged 
The throne msulted by the foes of Rizio» 
By their just punishment. I found in thee 
A sure defender in the camp, against 
The open rebels; 'gainst the hidden ones. 
More despicable far, to me wei*t thou 
A faithful counsellor within my court. 
Thou hast at. once contrived to disconcert 
Henry's imprudent plots, and recollect 
That that same Henry was Xhy sovereign's husband» 

Both Fatal address \ Ah ! may there no more be 
Occasion for exerting it ! 

Ma. Ah ! yes . . 
If Henry hear me, and believe my love, 
(Which he alone believes not,) 1 may yet 
Hope for all happiness. The throne to me 
Is far less precious Uian my husband's heart. 
But let us hear him ; I have hopes e'en yet : 
Heaven may do much ; fortune may be propitious » . 
But where I would of counsel or address 
Avail myself, thou more than other men 
My projects canst promote. 

Both» My arm, my blood» 
My substance, and my judgment, (if Indeed 
I be £0 gifted,) all, oh queen, are thine. 
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ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE THE FIRST. 

Henry^ Murray. 

Hen. Yes, I repeat it to thee, I come hither 
To wreak full vengeance on my enemies. 
Or bid eternal farewell to these walls. 

Mur. Thou doest well. But thou should'st not, oK 
king. 
Flatter thyself with prosperous event 
To thy designs, while thou dost steel thy heart 
Against its mward conflicts of remorse, 
Against the frequently-repeated signs 
Of an offended Grod. Thou long hast been 
Fully convinced of the errors of the faith 
That thou professest : the dire vestiges, 
At every step, by thousands and by thousands. 
Of thy perverse and persecuting sect 
Crowd on thy path : yet dar'st thou not shake off 
The guiltv yoke of sacrilegious Rome ; 
Whence m the sight of all the world thou art 
Despised, and impious in the sight of God. 
This is the first, too plainly, and, alas ! 
This the sole cause of thy adversity. 

Hen* More than convinced I am that I ought not 
E'er to have sought this fatal royal marriage : 
Not that the rank to which it raises me 
Overwhelms my faculties ; this very sceptre 
Was no unknown weight to my ancestors. 
But I regret that I reflected not 
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What a capricious and mutable thing 
The heart of woman is; and what a weight 
A benefit imposes, when received 
From one that is not skill'd to give it wisely. 

Mur. My soul is not cast in a vulgar mould : 
Hear me» oh Henry. Favour in the court 
I do not seek : the love of peace inspires me. 
'Tis in thy power for all thy past mistakes 
To make a full atonement, and to win 
To paths of virtue thy bewilder'd consort ; 
To make thy people blest : the chosen sons. 
Not of the terrible God of wrath and blood, 

4 Whose earthly type is fulminating Rome,) 
»ut the true sons of the compassionate God, 
Who are iniquitously trodden down. 
These may^st thou rescue ; and may'st dissipate 
The impure mists, which from the Tyber's stream, 
The corrupt source of tyranny and mud. 
With pestilential influence arise. 

Hen, And what? wilt thou that I mispend my time 
In disputations vain about vain rites. 
And frivolous subtleties of brain-sick fools. 
When I am loudly callM on to defend 
My honour and my rank ? 

Mur. Dar'st thou miscall 
These questions vain. When they a thousand times 
Have ta^en away and given realms and lives ì 
If thy heart feels a just contempt for Rome, 
Why not confess it l Raise thy standard high, 
And thou shalt have as many partizdhs 
As there are here who execrate her rites. 

Hen% I do not feed myself with civil bloodshed : 
To seek elsewhere that peace I have not here • • • 
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Mur^ What are thy hopes ì Will it bring peace 
to thee 
To see from distant climes thy native country 
Bum with intestine broils ? For to fly hence 
Is but assuredly to give the signal 
For civil war.— .To arms I prompt thee not ; 
I am not, no; the minister of blood. 
To frustrate more atrocious grievances» 
And from oppression lit>erate thy friends^ 
Ere to rebellion they be driven, to this. 
Nought else, do I exhort thee. Violence 
Thou should'st not use ; but hinder that of others. 
Mary, who with her foreign milk imbibed 
As at a fountain inexhaustible 
Foreign delusions ; Mary, who unites, 
For Scotland's ruin, in her youthful breast 
The persecuting principles of Rome 
With the soft manners of effeminate France, 
I do not bid thee ever to forget 
That the same Mary is thy spouse and sovereign : 
Leave her at her own will to think and act : 
We have not leam'd her persecuting tenets ; 
We wish fdone for liberty and peace : 
May they be gain'd through thee ! Thou mayest at 

once 
Procure thy peace and ours* An obscure storm 
I see, which threatens us, which also may 
Fall on thy head, if thou refuse to hear me* 
The vilest miscreants in these precincts lurk, 
And lurk in numbers, who would ruin thee. 
And who at once calumniate and detest thee* 
In vain thou would'st among them hope to find 
Sincerity and honour; we are they. 
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If yet indeed there be true Soots ; of Rome, 

Of guilty, foreign, and effeminate fashions 

The inveterate foes ; and equally the foes 

Of foreign and augmenting tyranny. 

Would'st be the moderate kmg of worthy men ? 

*Tis yet within thy power : would'st rather be ' 

The tyrant of the guilty ? There are they 

Who wish this more than thou. There are who have 

Already made a sceptre of the sword : 

The knot is too perplex'd ; it must be cut, 

It cannot be unloosed. Why thus I speak 

Heaven knows ; and if I wish for aught but peace. 

Act then according to thy judgment : I 

Already have resigned the hope that truth 

Should by a king be e'er from me believed. 

SCENE THE SECOND. 

Henry^ 

Hen. Murray may be sincere ; but my hard fate 
Hath so o'erruled me that the choice of errors 
Alone remains for me.^.-'Already all 
Convinces me that I return in vain : 
Each tongue is dumb ; and the reluctant queen 
Delays to welcome me ; and all the rest . . . 
Oh rage ! . . But she approaches : be she heard ; 
I shall be better able to resolve 
After this conference. 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

Henry^ Mary. 
Ma. Thou'rt welcome here, 
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Thou, whom I chose for all my griefs and joys 
The inseparable partner. Thou at last 
Compliest, and dost listen to my prayers : 
At length within thy palace thou returnest ; 
That it is always thine thou knowest well. 
Although in voluntary banishment 
From thence it pleases thee to live so far. 

Hen^ Queen . . 

Ma. Why thus call me ? Why not call me con- 
sort? 

Hen. Say, are our destinies the same ì 

Ma, Ah! no; 
Thou mak'st me spend my tedious days in tears . • 

Herh My tears thou seest not . . 

Ma. I have beheld thee 
Bedew, 'tis true, thy cheek with tears of rage, 
Never of love. 

Hen. Be the cause what it may» 
I wept, and still I weep. 

Ma, And who can cure 
This ceaseless grief, who wipe my tearful eyes» 
Who to my heart restore pure genuine joy> 
Who, if not thou ? 

Hen, Which of us has the power» 
And having that, the will, wilt soon be seen. 
Meanwhile I tell thee that to-day I do not 
Come to repeated insults • . 

Ma. Why wih thou. 
Oh heaven ! thus irritate before thou hearest me ì 
If thou deem it an insidt to behold 
Other men's judgments not submit to thine» 
Here oft» I grant» but always spite of me» 
Wert thou insulted. Their immunities 
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Monardhs possess, and monarchies their laws. 
And their infringement is to all injurious ; 
Nor dared I hinder thee from breaking them» 
Than as I should myself have been restrained 
If an unwise desire had prompted me 
To arbitrary power. But if of me. 
If of my heart thou speakest, of my love 
For thee, and of my private fondnesses. 
Beloved consort,, what part of myself 
Have I not given thee unreservedly ? 
My lord and my support, say, wert not thou 
My first, my last, my sole solicitude ? 
And thou wilt evermore be so, if thou 
Wilt only lay aside thy unjust wrath, 
And far as usage of the law permits, 
E'en now indeed wilt be lord of the realm, 
And, without any limitation, mine. 

Hen. The ostentation I esteem an insult ; 
The haughty manners towards myself adopted 
By the audacious ministers, or friends. 
Or slaves, or counsellors, or parasites. 
For I know not how I should designate 
Those that around thee stand. And I esteem 
That which I meet with every day an insult ; 
To be still flattered by the name of king, 
While Pm not only of the power bereft. 
But even of the superficial pomp 
That waits on royalty; to see myself 
Rather in servitude than liberty ; 
My motions and my words, my deeds and thoughts^ 
Investigated all, and all betrayed ; 
Bereft of every solace of a father ; 
Not only not to be allowed to watch 
The education of my only son, 
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But from his presence to be interdicted ; 
And myself only.*— Why should I say more ? 
What boots it to enumerate one by one 
My many wrongs ? Thou know'st how comfortless^ 
How much neglected, and how much oppressed, 
Degraded, and perhaps how mudi betray'd, 
Is he whom thou unluckily hast chosen 
The partner of thy throne, yet having chosen, 
Whom self-respect forbids thee to despise. 
Ma. Perhaps I also might reply to tiiee 
That thy incautious actions have alone 
So far reduced thee ; and I might suggest, 
\Vith what unworthy recompense at first 
Thou didst return my love ; that more intent 
To subjueate, than, with benignant arts, 
To gain Uie minds of Scotland's haughty chiefs, 
Impatient of restraint, thou lost them quite ; 
And too mudh trusting in thy fiuUiless friends, 
At first thou drewest fì'om their intercourse 
Pernicious counsels, treason afterwards. 
And detriment, and forfeiture of love. 
I might speak further . • But can I proceed ì • • 
Ah, no ! . . That is a superficial love 
Which watches, blames, or does presume to judge 
The imperfections of the beloved object. 
To oblivion everlastingl^r by me 
Be these consign'd. If it can soothe thy heart 
That I should seem the injurer, not the injured,^ 
So let it be : His unimportant to me 
Where lies the cause, so that we both escape. 
And chiefly thou, all baneful consequence. 
Do thou and all thy friends cdm thoughts resume i 
Open once more thy breast to confidence ; 

VOL. II. M 
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Nor let fantittÉK thcrosbt» oi ttovsUy 

Thy judgvent eintkafiei. Wttbinlliy palace 

Reigning, leara thoii the aria of gcnrennnent. 

I do not dare ptopose aayseJf to tliee 

As one wdi ^iU'd ia audi a eoaaplcx art ; 

For inexpert^ I oftentimea have err'd : 

My immature capacity^ my sta, 

And periiapa a nafturid defeat of judgment. 

In many indisoretionB have invoked me» 

I only knowy sa fiir a» in me Keo, 

To cbuse sagacioaB mid just eounsellore; 

Andy henoa assisted, with a tremldiiig fbot 

To try the vaat and feraaidable liaCs 

Of perilous T03Faky. Ah! werelslollM 

In reigning as I am ia kyviag thee ! 

Hen» But^ savelhy huabara, each wan in tbeeourt 
Appears a just sagacieua counsellor : 
And h^a tibe o^ one in whom desina 
Of private beneó may not abide . . 

Ma. Or at least ought net—But refirain awhile: 
Thou in my heart bait fix*d suspieioti^s wwnrà; 
And do thoa beak it. Not that i retain^ 
I swear to thee, the recoHedion of it. 
Much less it» nmeour : ah, bdiere my words. 
But separatiott does not. strengthen love. 
Nor mitigate suspicion. By my side 
Stand evermore ; I shall esteem that asf 
For ever fortunate em which I shall 
Be able to give, in eacfaai]^ lor one» 
A thousand prooft of love. MaUgnaat spies» 
I know» there are not wanting» who delight 
Betwixt us to maiatain disgraceful discord» 
And seek perhaps to foment it. But» if thou 
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Wilt €vermore be near me, in whom ebe, 
Better than in thyself» can I confide ? 

Hen» I hear sedocing words^ but I endure 
Deeds of increasing rancour. 

Ma. But what would'st thou ? 
Speak ; and I will do all. 

Hen* I wouldy in fact. 
Be fathei') consort, king ; or of tJioe names 
I will divest myself. • 

Ma. Thou Would'st have all 
Except my heart. And more than thy demand 
Refusal wounds my soul. Ah ! would to heaven . 
That thou at least with this wért satisfied. 
Yes., far as in me lies, thou shalt have all; 
I oidy ask of thee, that thou preserve 
Some decency towards me before the world ; 
And that henceforward thou repeat no more 
Thy ancient exhilMtion of contempt. 
Ah 1 if thou love me not, let others think. 
At least, that thou esteemest me ! To this 
I do conjure thee by the common pledge 
Not of thy love, but mine. Thou àialt again 
Behold our only, our beloved son ; 
To thy paternal arms shall he be brought ; 
That thou art a king, a consort, and a fiither. 
May he remind thee. 

Hen* I am wdl aware 
What is my duty; if I have appeared 
Unequal to its weight, the fault was theirs 
Who have firom me transferred it to theAiselves» 
To-day am I resolved, e*eii more than others» 
To recompense itfeotion with affection. 
But ifftifice with scorn<«-«This single day 
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Will be sufficient to bring all to light. 
I in the faces of th^ friends shall see. 
The court's implicit rule, thy secret thoughts^ 

SCBKE THE FOURTH. 

Mary^ Bothtoell* 

Both. May I approach, the exulting spectator 
Of thy recovered joy ì Thy husband, say, 
Of what complexion are his present tJioughts? 
Is he reformed ? , • 

Ma, Inflexibly the same. 
What do I say ? He to his former rage 
Unites a smile of bitter irony ; 
And turns to ridicule my earnest words. 
Ah, wretched me ! What means have I now left 
To soften his asperity ? I speak 
Of love ; he speaks of power s I am the injured, 
Yet he the plaintiff. B^ ambitious thoughts, 
Yet destitute of all sublimity. 
His bosom is attainted and depraved^ 

Both. But what does he demand ? 

Ma. Absolute power. 

Both. Hast thou that to^ confer ì 

Ma. He now would deem 
That power a bauble which I gave to him 
Ere he compelPd me to resume the gift* 
He has entirely yielded to oblivion 
The perils whence I rescued him. 

Both, Yet thou 
Canst pot, without incurring blame, refuse 
To share that power of which tiby self art mistress 
With him that is thy husband. That which he 
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Possess'd before^ that which the laws give to him. 
E'en at thy risk thou must restore him all. 

Ma. I still should have, if I could love him less, 
E^en more than one resource : to suffer him. 
Left to himself, headlong to rush at once 
In numberless inextricable snares ; 
For the result can ne'er be prosperous 
Of his ill-plann'd and worse-transacted schemes. 
But I exist, assaii'd on every side 
By an overwhelming tempest. His misfortunes. 
In one respect, affect me more than him ; • • 
But y^t, it he alone prefers his ruin • • 
Still will that ruin be a heavy blow 
To me, come when it may. — And then . • my son! . . 
Oh heaven ! if towards my son my thoughts I turn, 
On whom, perchance, the errors of his father 
May one day fall ! ,. I am no longer able . • 

Both. Queen, thou desiFst me not to flatter theis : 
And I impose it ou myself to serve thee. 
A mother's and a consort's love alone 
Combat within thy bosom. Save thy son. 
Thou should'st give all to Henry. 

Ma» And that son 
Precisely, more than all the rest, he asks. 

Both. But is he thine to give ? Say, is he not 
Rather our public pledge ? Where were the wonder 
If he, a guilty spouse, proved a Worse father ì 

Ma. But yet, to quiet his perturbed spirit, 
I promised him . • 

Both. Thy son Ì He to rule him ? 
Take heed. 

Ma, He to rule him ì I myself venture not 
To do it ; and to others shall I yield him ? 
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Bdh* 'Ti« then bat a precautionary step. 
Lest others take him from thee ? 

Ma« —To what tend 
These thy insinuations ì Perhaps thou knowest • • 

Bath. I ?..!^^othing••. But I think that perhaps 
by chance 
Henry to*aay retum'd not. Hitherto 
I've been the first to cut off all the means 
Whence the Tain threats of Henry f whether feign'd 
Or real^ e'er could be reported to tnee 
By the informers that in courts abound. 
But to more culpable contrivances 
Should he direct his thoughts, whate'er the risk, 
'Twould be my duty to reveal to thee. 
Not what he says, but what he aims to do. 

Ma. He hath been hitherto assuredly 
To my repeated invitations deaf* . 
And now, who knows ? • . But speak . •» perbi^ to- 
day 
Some indirect and circumventing purpose 
May bring him back to court. 

Both. I do not think it ; 
But I should be a witless counsellor 
If I from time to time suggested not 
Precautionary thoughts of what may be. 
He never was assail'd for this his son 
With overweening fpndnessr wherefore thsn 
Demand him now ? OriQond likewise pretends 
Anxious desire to see the royal youth : 
And he brings with him all the stratagems 
Of his most crafly queen : all may be fear'd ; 
Yet nothing there may be ; but on the throne 
Blind trust is an unpardonable fault. 
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Ma, Must I for ever itmn one ngany 
Be driven to another? Wretched fiite ! • • 
Yet what can I now do ì 

Bath. Watch while I watch ; 
Thou canst ^ nouglit beside : if it èe &he> 
My fe^r can do no harm; if true, some good. 
Under what pietext seenss most plansible. 
Only ooDtrive that Henry now should have 
Apartments separate from tiiese in whidi 
The roi/al youth resides ; and leave him here 
Guarded by diy most faithful partizans 
Unintermittingly. Do thoa henceforward 
Go from this place» and occupy with Henry 
As a more cheerful or more bealthy dwelling. 
The ancient oude which commands the dty ; 
There mav'st thou quickly see what influence 
Thy love has o'er him : llius dK>u clear'st his path, 
If thoughts of rdbrmation sway hb will ; 
And thus, if evil purposes possess him, 
Freventest him from injuring e'en faimself. 

Ma. Wise is thy counsel ; I adhere to it^ 
Do thou meanwhile for my security, 
Glory, and peace, efficient means mveat. 
And gentle ones, whence I may frustrate iUs 
Past remedy, if gathering stren^ from tame. 

ACT THE THIRD. 

SCENE THE VIRST. 

Henry. 

Hen* No, delay profits not; nor should I now 
Temporise longer. Spite of my desire, 
A treacherous pageantry of honour waits me. 
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Why is this unacciistoiiied dwdliog place 
To me asBign'd ? . • *Tìb true, benciui one roof 
Lmocence and impoature ill unite ; 
The treacherous palace is no home for me : 
But the insult is too manifest ; too manifest 
The implied mistrust. Let me decide at last. 
At last adopt some measures. — ^Ormond seeks 
To speak to me ; let him be heard. Perchance 
He may suggest» when I the least expect it» 
Some remedy, some project of deliverance. 

SCKMV THE SECOKD. 

Henrys Ormond. 

Hen. To this new court» which has no parallel^ 
Thou'rt welcome» Ormond. 

Ok Thy vicissitudes 
To us are too well known* Elizabeth, 
A mere spectator, hither sends me not : 
But, her neart full of grief for thee, she wills 
That I should be Hwixt you the instrument 
Of perfect peace. 

Hen. Peace? Where there is not found 
Entire equality, peace ? Oftentimes 
Have I been flatter'd with so fond a hope. 
But still have been deceived. 

Or, But yet, methiqks. 
This day to peace is sacred . . 

Hen. Thou'rt deceived. 
To pass all bounds of sufferance with me 
This is the day selected : and at once 
This is the day on which I have resolved 
No more to i^uffer. 
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Or. What! dost thou believe 
That the queen's heart is not towards thee sincere ? 

Hen, Her heart ì Who sees it ì But not even 
words . 
Hear I from her» in which I may confide. 

Or, If she deceive thee, thy disdain is just. 
Although I come the messenger of peace» 
Yet I presume (instructed thus to act. 
If it were needful» by Elizabeth) 
To offer thee, whiche'er best suit thy wishes» 
Advice, assistance, or to be thy guide. 

Hen. If in my heart ignoble passions dwelt» 
Without assistance» I could means devise. 
And certain means of vengeance. But alas ! 
Nor guide» nor guardian friend are there» who now 
Were competent to clear the obstructe4 path 
For the attainment of the peace I wish. 
Oh» bitter is the state in which I live ! 
If towards violence I turn ray thoughts» 
If then indeed not criminal, forthwith» 
I seem at least ungrateful : yet» again. 
If I in part relent, the insolence, 
And the presumption» of those courtly slaves, 
Who are the origin of every ill, 
Beyond all bounds I foster. Thence 1 fix» 
Amid the many schemes 1 might pursue, 
. On nothing long s and to them all prefer 
To go from hence in voluntary exile. 

Or. Whatwould'st thou do» oh king? This re- 
medy» 
If I might be allowed to speak to thee» 
Appears to me worse than the ill itself. 
Hen* So it seems not to me : and I expect 
m2 
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That hence more injury woul4 fall od others. 
Than «hame upon myself. 

Òr. But know'st thou not. 
That an expatriated kinf^ excites 
Rather contempt than pity? Andishould he 
£yen excite compassion, would he thence 
Be ever satisfied ì 

Hen. When power is gone, 
What profits arrogance ? I now am here. 
Of all men least, a monarch not obeyed. 

Or. But thou in changing climes, would'sl thou 
obtain 
The privileges nrivate men enjoy ? 
Or ora monarch's name divest thyself? 
Ah ! since thou givest me with thy discourse 
Boldness to speak, let me convince thee of it— «> 
Whither direct thy steps? To France? Reflect 
That there to Mary is the ro^al rape 
Allied by blood and friendship ; that all there 
Applaud her character, where she at first 
Imbibed their soft insinuating customs. 
There thou wilt find a messenger from Rome» 
Furnished with pardons and indulgences, 
Ready to invade, if thou givest place to him. 
This miserable realm. Thus to thy foes 
Thou wilt thyself surrender : instantly 
They will contrive to prove thee criminal. 

Hen* And do I live surrounded here by friends Ì 

Or. Thou livest in thy kingdom.— -I should add 
To thee, in vain, how the perfidious Spaniard, 
The effeminate Italian, an asylum. 
The one precarious, the other infamous. 
Would o&r to thy person : I proceed ; 
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(And thenbe thou may'st infer if I speak truth) 
I, in the first place, counsel thee to fly 
To Elizabeth for shelter. 

Hen. Shall a land 
Be my asylum where I once was prisoner ì 
I never entertained so wild a thought : 
There is my mother forcibly confined • • • 

Or. Dost thou not see it clearly ì Much less firee» 
And less secure, here would thy mother be 
Than she is there. I controvert it not ; 
Elizabeth was adverse to thee once : 
But royal counsels change with change of times. 
Scarce did she see from you an heir arise. 
Of her no less than his maternal realm, 
Than she, entirely pacified, towards him. 
As towards her ofl&pring; turned her every thought; 
And more reluctant from this time became 
To yield herself to the connubial yoke. 
Afterwards hearing that thou had'st incurred 
The disesteem of Mary ; and that those 
Who had thrown off the servitude of Rome 
Pined in oppression, that the royal child. 
E'en with lus milk, perniciously imbibed 
Errors of superstition, much she grieved. 
Hence she commanded me, if towards thyself 
Mary changed not her conduct, to direct 
To thee alone the instructions 1 received ; 
And means I offer thee, (not means of bloicid, 
For as thyself I hold those means accursed) 
By which thou wilt infallibly regain 
All atky primeval splendour,— >in one word. 
By which thou may'st be free ; propitiate 
Elizi^eth ; to thy beloved son 
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Secure a loftier, and a safer station ; 
Snatch Manr from imposture ; disconcert 
Toy guilty roes; all this, if so thou wilt, 
Quickly thou may'st perform. 

Hen. What dost thou mean ? 

Or. That which is possible to do : which thou 
Alone canst do, others not e'en attempt.— 
The royal heir, thy son, will be the mems 
Of thy advancement, and at once of peace • • . 

Hen. How J . . • 

Or. In these thresholds maxims are instilled 
That will confirm his servitude to Rome ; 
He that is destined one day to possess 
The united sceptres of Britannia's isle« 
Elizabeth, and with her, all her realm. 
With vigilant and apprehensive looks, 
Behold this threatened bias : recent yet 
Are in my country the inflicted wounds. 
With which another Mary tortured her. 
At the instigation of the Spanish Philip. 
Eternal, and immitigable hate. 
And such devotion of heroic rage. 
Hath Spain to us bequeathed, that each of us 
Had rather perish, than again obey 
The abhorred and cruel ritual of blood* 
Thy son will be compelled to disavow 
The Roman worship, should the day arrive. 
When he is called to fill the British throne ; 
Were it not better for himself, for us. 
That he should ne'er imbibe a heresy. 
Which, would he be our king» he must recant f 

Hen. Who denies this ? And thou perhaps think- 
estme 

8 
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More in my heart attached to Rome than others ^ 
But how can I, according to my judgment. 
Bring up my son, whose very intercourse 
To me IS interdicted ? 

Or, But would'st thou 
Be master of his person, by that step 
Thou would'st gain all. 

Hen, Hence is he taken from me. 

Or. And hence should'st thou recover him. 

Hen, But guards 
Watch always. 

Or^ These may be deceived, be bribed . • . 

Hen. And grant that I obtain him ; afterwards 
How shall I keep him . . • 

Or. I will keep him for thee. 
Beneath Elizabeth's protecting eye 
He shall grow up : and she will be to him 
More than a mother. Fed with lofly thoughts, 
There shall he learn to reign ; let me avail 
Only to rescue him from hence, and thou 
Shalt quickly see thyself the master here. 
Elizabeth shall make thee be proclaimed, 
During his adolescence, for thy son, 
The sovereign-regent of this realm ; henceforth 
Thou may'st assign thy spouse what part seems best 
Of delegated power; precisely that, m shorty 
Which she appears to thee to merit. 

Hen. —This 
Is a momentous scheme • • • 

Or. Does it offend thee ì 

Hen, No ; but it seems of difficult performance. 

Or* Pe but audacious; all will then be easy».*^ 
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Bw. We htve eoofenred too long. Leave me 
awhile : 
I would refleot upon it at my Imure.^* 

Or. Ere long then I return to thee : the time 
Is urgent • • . 

Hen. When the night is far advancedi 
And unobserved, as much as possiUe, 
Return to me* 

Or* I will at thy commands 
Come here. Meanwhile, oh Henry, recollect. 
That blows when least expected always fall 
The most severe ; that purposes of state 
Recjuire it ; and that thou wilt hence derive 
Both honour and advantage to thyself. 

8CXNS THB THIRD* 

Henry. 

Hen. I.bence win honour, if I win advantage.— 
This is a mighty scheme, and mightv ills 
May hence originate. . • Bat yet, what ills ? 
Though it bestead me not, so circumstanced 
Am I, that nothing now can injure me . • . 
Who comesi What can that man now seek from 
me? 

SCKNB THB VOURTH. 

Henry^ Bothtodl» 

Hen. What wantest thou with me i Bring'st thou 
perchance 
The accustomed homage to thy pageant king ? 
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Both. Although thoa treatest me with such dis- 
dain. 
If not the less, am still thy faithful subject 
To thee the queen dispatch'd rae : she lias leara'd, 
That thouy as of an insult, bitterly 
Complainest of the abode assigned to thee. 
Know, that she means, ere long, hither to come 
With thee to dwell: and further I am bound 
To say to thee . . . 

Hen* More than the different dwelling, 
Far more, it mortifies me to obserre 
That every word I utter is repeated : 
Yet this injustice is not new to me» 
Now go ; and tell her, that, if I ought not 
To deem myself thence injured, such excuse 
Although not more believed, at least had been 
More welcome from her lipa ; and not by means 
Of an ambassador • • • 

Both. Ifthou would'stlend 
To her a somewhat more benignant ea?, 
My lord, far other sentiments than these 
Thou would'st bear from her lips : nor should I be 
The messenger selected : but, she fears 
Lest that her words to thee . . • 
' Hen, She apprehends 

To wound me with her words, and at once seeks 
To do it with her deeds. 

Both. Thou aH deceived. 
I know how much she loves thee ; and in proof, 
I, though unwelcome to thee, though by thee 
Suspected wrongfully, addressed myself 
To bring to thee a message so important, 
That to another than myself the queen 
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Would not confide it : it is such that thou 
Art bound to hear it ; neither from her h'ps 
Would Mary yenture to express it to thee : 
A message» that 'tis difficult to speak. 
But yet, which, if conveyed as she suggested, 
As tne expostulation of a friend. 
Clearly denotes no lukewarm tenderness. 

Hen. Com'st thou the interpreter, of nuptial se- 
crets ? — 
Thou, who art thou ì 

Both, Since thou would'st fain forget 
The action of Dunbar, whence, having first 
The rebels slain, I reconducted you 
Both here in safety to your throne ; I am 
One who, because it is imposed on him. 
Now speaks to thee* 

Hen» But it is not imposed 
On me to hear thee. 

Both. Yet thou hearest others. 

Hen. What say'st thou ? Others I... What au- 
dacity ? « . . 

Both. Thou in these thresholds art betrayed ; but 
not 
By those whom thou mistrustest Thou thyself. 
E'en more than all of us, should'st doubt a man, 
To whom the function of ambassador. 
Impulse and opportunity afibrds 
To perfidy unpunished. To ourselves 
Ormond comes not the messenger of peace ; 
And yet thou hearest him at length ; • • . 

Hen. Ye traitors !— 
Is this to me imputed as a crime ? 
E'en as ye are perfidious ye are vile ; 
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Ye twist to evil every deed of mine* 
Ormond the entreated audience obtained i 
J sought him not : ambassador to me 
He came not here . • , 

Both. Assuredly he came 
Contriving machinations 'gainst thyself. 
Were he alone a traitor ! But already 
IB'en more defective in dexterity 
Than in discretion, he has proved himself; 
Far too precipitately he divulged 
His hidden hopes» his culpable designs : 
With this incaution he betrav'd himself 
So prematurely, that before he spoke 
With thee, the oueen already knew the whole. 
Nor thence, for him, whom he would fain delude, 
Has the queen's bosom so much wrath conceive^ 
As generous pity. In her name, oh king, 
I do adjure thee to renounce thy error ; 
Nor with thy own dishonour, do thou bring 
Advantage to the traitor, detrin^ent 
To her who loves thee. 

Hen. -—More explicitly 
Speak thou, or cease to speak. Mysterious words 
I do not comprehend : I only know, 
That where ye all of you alike are traitrous, 
I can among you scarcely recognize 
Which of you is the traitor* 

Both. 'Tis most easy 
To see who most would profit by thy ruin. 
Elizabeth, your persevering foe, 
Your envious, crafly, and ferocious foe. 
Dreads peace betwixt you. What canst hope from 
her Ì 
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Hen, From her ? • • / nótlùng hope, and noAing 
ask... 
And nothing • . • But what knovest thou i Speak on; 
What is alleged against me ? What believea> 
And what says, Mary ? • • , 

Both. When a heart is generous. 
There need no others to reproFO its faults. 
What ought I now to say ? Except that Ormond 
Is an incendiary ; that mares are laid 
For thy destruction ; and that for ti^ foa. 
Thy innocent son, Mary, with maiqr tears» 
Conjures thee now • • • 

Hen. Oh \ ndierefore does she weep f • • • 
Thou layest snares for me . • • 

Both. My lord, thou art 
Thy own deceiver ; I do not deceive thee» 
The schemes of Ormond were already known : 
Already from lus indiscreet expressions, 
Before he came here to propose it to thee. 
That impious stratagem transpired ... 

Hen* To me ?.. . 
How darest thou, miscreant, thus speak to me ?.. • 
If thou prooeedest, I will make thee • • . 

Both. Thus, 
My lord, I have ful&lPd the task imposed. 

Hen. And I mv toleration have exhausted. 

Both. 1 spoke, because I was impell'd by duty. 

Hen. Beyond thv duty hast thou spoken. Hence. 

Both. What to dne queen must I report ? 

Hen. Go ; tell her • • • 
That thou art rash. 

Bath* My lord . • • 

Hen. What ; not yet gone f 
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SCENE THE FIFTH. 

Henry* 

Hen. All, all are base ; and I am like tbe nf^^f^ 
Ohy dark abyss of in&my and fraud ! 
Ab fool» that could, in an ambassador 
Sent from Elizabeth, place confidence . • • 

SCENE THE SIXTH. 

Henry^ Ormond. 

Hen. Retum'st thou bere so soon? 

Or. One doubt «Jone 
Remains unsatisfied : hence I return • • • 

Hen. Thou .witless traitor L darest thou in my 
si^ht 
Appear agam ì 

Or. Auis! what has befiUlen ? 

Hen. Say, didst thou hope that I should not dis- 
cover. 
From whence thy fraudulent proposals sprung ì 
And further, hopest thou that they should remain 
Unounish'd ì 

Or. Whence so unexpededly 
Art thou thus changed ? . • • Erewhile thou spakest 
to me • • • 

Hen. Erewhile I wished to s^e, to what a leuglh 
Thy hostile and insidious stratagems, 
Beneath a mask of peace, would carrv tbee.«- 
But didst thou ever think that I would deign 
To supplicate in your deceitful reabn 
Assistance for myself, or for pay son 
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A perilous asylum i 

Or. If I was 
The artificer of fraud with thee, think'st thou 
That it was now my fiiult ? 

Hen. It was the fault 
Both of thyself, and her who sent thee here» 
And of thy hated function • • . 

Or. Rather say 
Of the abhorred court in which Pm stationed ; 
The crime was hatch'd in this perfidious sml. 
Should I have ever, of my own accord, 
Presumed to tamper with thee ì In such guQt 
Mary involved me ; to whose will, in all things,, 
Elizabeth commanded me to yield. 
That which she will'd I said : and now, of this, 
À double treachery, accuses me 
To thee. — Oh no, I shall not be deceived ; 
May heaven permit, henceforth, that I engage 
In no transaction with a race like this. 
Whatever here may be the consequence, 
I feel that I am innocent ; such now 
Do I proclaim myself; and such elsewhere 
I diali proclaim myself with loftier voice. 

SCENE THE SEVENTH. 

Henrijf. 

Hen. Thou say'st the truth ; whose guilt is like t^ 
hers ? 
I am the laughing-stock of all. Oh rage 1— 
Once more shall this perfidious woman hear me. 
Yet once more hear my voice. I am compeil'd 
To give the last indulgence to my rage 
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In a few words ; but afterwards 'tis time 
To try more rigorous efficadous measures. 

ACT THE FOURTH. 

8C£NB THE VIRST. 

Henry, Mnrg, 

Hen. Queen, I abhor deceit ; it serves me not ; 
Andy if it served me, I would not adopt it. 
But thou, why dost thou clothe perfidious schemes. 
With simulated love ì I have, I know, 
Offended thee ; but openly I did it. 
Thou should'st from me. have learned at least the 

rules 
By which 'tis lawful to offend an equal. 

Ma, What words are these ? What hast thou met 
withy say ? 
Or ere firm peace betwixt us is renewed, 
I hear alreaay . • . 

Hen. Peace Hwixt us, say'st thou ? 
I swear betwixt us everlasting discord : 
Avow thy purposes ; and copy me : 
I would, at last, to Uiee point out the way, 
By which thou may'st pour out thy fathomless, 
And pent-up rancour ; i would spare to thee 
Further deceptions, further flatteries, ^ 

And further crimes. 

Ma. Oh heavens ! and such rebuke 
Do I deserve from thee ? 

Hen. *Tis fitly said. 
Thy guilt at length to such a pitch is risen, 
That all rebukes are vain* Disdainful silence 
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Were more judicious ; to thy crimes more fitted : — 
But yet) this transient utterance somewhat soothes 

me; 
And, for the last time, now to make thee hear 
This voice, which to thy conscience-stricken heart 
Is not supportable. Itfcfltns of redress. 
Less infamous, and more effectual far 
Than thine, are in my power. In thousand ways 
I might, within thy realm, make head against thee : 
Nor does thy power divert me from the purpose : 
Myself alone commands inaction here : 
I would not in our private broils involve 
This unoffending people. — But to-morroit' 
Thou shalt hear tidings of mv destiny: 
And may I never more behold Uiy face. 
To thy remorse, (if even that remains) 
And to thy faithful counsellors, I leave thee* 

Ma. Ungrateful . . • with more fitting epithet 
Not to address thee ... of my boundless love 
Is this the recompense? My sufferance long? 
My unexampled sufferance ì • • Spedc'ist thou thusi . . 
Thus dearest thee of thy fault ?-^ Whence thy con* 

tempt? 
Dost thou no more remember who I am ? 
And who thou wert ? Ah, pardon, pardon me ; 
Thou now compdlest me to adopt a language, 
To her that speaks it, far more tnan to him 
Who hears it, insupportable. But how. 
In what have I offended thee ? By thus 
Inviting thee, entreating thy return ? 
By the unguarded warmth of my reception ? 
By yielding thee too much ? By deeming thee 
Accessible to penitential thoughts. 
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Or wue resohwS) or thj hard hetfrt p<N»esft'd 
E'en of a moflMiitary gmtitude* 

Hen. The dinmé thou fillest ; and the throne was 
ever 
Prolific in conclusive avguments. 
But I am not amaowd : whatever has happened 
Con&ms the f^eat» of my foreboding heart. 
Yet, is it ^ttng that I should assure thee 
I never had recoofse to aiiifiee ; 
That I have not, so much as thou raay'st deem^ 
A weak, a headstrong^ or an abject spirit ; 
And that thy riiaueiul arts • • • 

Ma. Act as diou wilt : 
I only do beseech thee not to «oil 
Thy laoguage towflrds me with injurious phrases ; 
Thence eijoally liftwordiy hkn who speaks. 
And her constraift'd t« hear them* 

Hen. Evermore 
In words do I olSstxa thee ; t^u in deeds 
Offendest me. Is the remembrance fled ? . . . 

Ma. Profound remembraaoe in my heart I keep 
Of the remonstrancei so often utter'd. 
And so much disregarded ; faifflAil, true. 
And wise remonstrance^ whichi what^ thou art| 
Thy manners^ and thy disf^osititfits^ painted^ 
Ere I bestowed on thee wk» hand ormine.»^ 
Blinded by love, I wovild not seei believe • • . 
Who then dissembled ? . . Speak, rnigratel^ly speak . • 
Alas, alas ! — Repentance tfow 2s late. 
And fruitless ... Oh my God ! • . . and is it true 
That thou, at all events, would'st rather I 
Should be thy foe ? • . • That thou canst never make 
rae. 
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Thou plainly seest^ that thou canst scarcely raise 
A transient flame of anger in my breast : 
One word of thine, one little word, suffices 
To cancel every provocation past : 
Provided thou would'st hear it, my affection 
Is ready still to whisper to my heart 
All its too welcome flatteries. Oh my husband^ 
Why wilt thou not» whatever it be, confess 
The^reason of thy recent discontent? 
Quickly will I • • • 

Hen. Art thou desirous then 
To hear it from my lips ; although it is 
Well known to thee, no less than to myself? 
Thou shalt be satisfied without delay. 
'Tis not th^ feigned affection ; not thy feign'd, 
And flattering words ; not the allotted dwelling ; 
'Tis not the separation from my son; 
The promise of supreme authority 
Changed into more intolerable wrodgs ; 
I do noty nOf of all these things complain : 
These with the usual tenor correspond 
Of thy deportment towards me ; all the fault 
Is mine, that I believed thee. But the wrong. 
The only wrong that I cannot endure, 
Is that which thou hast recently contrived. 
And what ì At last thou call'st EUzabetb, 
In the so many indiscreet offences 
With which thou plottest hourly to annoy me» 
The false Elizabeth to take a part ? 

M<u What dost thou now allege against me? 
What? 
And say what proof hast thou ? . • é 

Hen. Ormond, 'tis true, 
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Is, but 18 not like others here, perfidious : 

In vain thou sentest him to flatter me. 

To tempt, to promise, to seduce. Didst thou 

E'er hear of such a plot ? At all events, 

To wish to goad me into treachery ? 

Whence pretexts thou might'st afterwards derive 

For thy concealed iniquity • . . 

Ma. What do I hear ? 
May heaven to ashes instantly reduce me. 
If 1 e'er... 

Ben. Perjury avails not here. 
At once I recognized the artifice. 
And, the deceiver to deceive, I feign'd 
To yield to his entreaties : but I loathe, 
And I am wearied of, such abject arts. 
Ormond already has received from me 
A final answer. Now Elizabeth 
Will scorn thee, who detested thee before. 
And she will be the first to blame, and raise 
A clamorous outcry 'gainst those very crimes, 
To which lierself impeli'd thee. 

Ma. This is all 
A vile imposture. Who thus dares to soil 
My name with guilt ? . . . 

Hen. Thy minions possess 
Souls thoroughly imbued with perfidy. 
Do not afflict thyself: they have but shewn 
Themselves not fully skill'd in choice of time. 
Bothweil and Ormond, nobly emulous 
To fathom the recesses of my heart, 
Have both their own, and thine, too much exposed. 

Ma. — If reason could have influence o'er thy 
soul, 

VOL. U. N 
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Or wert thou in a state to hear it now, 

It would be easy here to explain the whole ; 

To call them both together ; and to hear . . • 

Hen* I be confronted with such men as these ì . « 

Ma. And how by any other means can I 
Convince thee of the truth ? How from thine eyes 
Remove the bandage ? 

Hen, /Tib removed already: 
I see too clearly • • • — ^yet would'st thou at once 
Convince me, and my apprehensions quell ? 
To thee but one infaUibie resource 
Remains for this. From thee too I require 
The execrable head of haughty Bothwell ; 
And Ormond's instant banishment^ With this» 
Say, art thou ready to comply ? 

Ma. At length 
I see, (alas» too evidently see ! ) 
To what thy wishes tend. Whoe'er he be 
That may communicate to me the truth. 
Is for that cause alone obnoxious to thee : 
He, be he who he may» in whom I trusty 
Becomes thy foe. Quickly, renew at once 
The massacre of Rizio : thou art used 
With th^ own hands to execute thy vile 
And unjust vengeances. Thou may'st destroy. 
In the same generous, heroic guise. 
The life of Bothwell. To interdict thy crimes 
I have no power : reason forbids that I 
Should imitate thee in these bloody rites. 
Let Bothwell be condemned, if he is guilty ; 
But let him first be heard. While I disdain not 
To subject e'en myself to the tribunal 
Of solemn, and irrefragable justice, 
10 
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E'en the most abject individual here 
Shall I dare subject to despotic power ? 

Hen. Here guilty men can dways diallenge fa- 
vour, 
While from the worthy justice stands aloof: 
See, what it is to reign.— I take my leave ; 
Farewell. 

Ma. Ah! hearme».. 

Hen. I intend to pass 
In the allotted fortress this last night, 
Whidi I devote to anguish, not to sleep.^— 
The invitation I accept ; a dwelling. 
Which I am not constrained to shitf c with thee, 
Is welcome to me, till to-morrow's dawn 
Beholds me far from thy abhorred city. 
I thought indeed e'en yet to excite in thee 
Some perturbation ; but I fondly thought it— > 
Thy face is tranquil as thy heart is false. 

SC£N£ THE THIRD. 

Mary. 

Ma. —Ah wretched me! .. • Where am I? ••• 
What, alas! 
Can I now do ? • . What fury goads him on ? • • •. 
Whence can these infamous suspicions riise ì • • 
In what does he confide ? • • In my despised. 
Yet, as he deems, my undiminished love ? • • 
But, if he should attempt ì • . Here he must stay • • 
If he departs from hence, he will excite, 
In every one he meets, hatred for me. 
Rather than pity for himself s Heaven knows 
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That I no otherwise ani culpable, 

Than that too much I loved hiiD> and too little 

Discerned him as he is. What will now say 

The impious sects, accustomed so long time 

To rail with bitterest calumnies against me ? 

These every day increase in strength and numbers.. 

Perchance on these ihe unworthy Henry leans . . • 

ÙoubtSy difficulties, errors, dangers, fears, 

On all sides I discover. To resolve 

Is perilous ; to hesitate is worse . • • 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

Maryy BothmelL 

Ma* Bothwell, approach : if thou with thy advice 
Canst not alleviate my distracted state, 
Perchance I stand upon the very brink 
Of a tremendous precipice. 

Both. Alas! 
Long hast thou stood there ; but now more than 
ever . • . 

Ma. And what? With Henry's thoughts art thou 
acquainted ì . • 

Both. 1 know the deeds of Henry. But, oh queen. 
Say have I e'er presumed to approach thy presence 
The accuser of another, much less then 
Of him who is thy husband ? Yet to-day 
Necessity compels me e'en to this. 

Ma. Then plots have been contrived ? • . • 

Both. Contrived, say'st thou ? 
They had e'en now, had Bothwell not been here, 
Been executed. Thou art well aware 
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That I suggested how much it behoved 
To watch o*er Henry unremittingly. 
And learn the real cause of his return : 
But, ere 'twas long, of all his purposes 
I gain'd a full discovery. Ormond sought 
A private audience ; tampered with his faith ; 
With flatteries and promises assail'd him : 
Then dared he to propose to him, and gain'd, 
That he should yield to him thy son . • 

Ma. My son ! 
To Ormond !.. 

Both. Yes; that he might bear him hence ; 
And at once place him in the English court. 

Ma. Ah traitor ! • • Thus despoil me of my son ? • • 
And jdeld him to her hands? • • 

Both^ A recompence 
For this his treachery, Henry covenants 
That he exclusively should rule this realm. 
He thence designs to dictate laws to thee. 
To trample more and more beneath his feet 
The sacred rites of Rome, and to devote 

i Unnatural father !) everlastingly 
lis own son to perdition • . 
Ma* Say no more. 
With horror am I stricken ! . . And erewhile 
He had so much audacity, that he 
Himself to me imputed all the guilt 
Of this abominable artifice. — 
He said that Ormond was impelled by me 
To execute thb project ; that such snares 
Were all of my contrivance : base accuser ! 

Both. He had recourse to subterfuge with thee, 
Fearing that thou his treachery hadst discovered. 
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I erewhile, in thy name, presumed to try 

DissuasiTe arguments: forsucha&ult 

He sought to excuse himself, but found no means : 

He cannot, nor knows how to contradict it : 

Hence he burst forth in such immoderate rage 

That what at first in me was mere surmise. 

Became conviction. I to Ormond ran ; 

And the weak judgment, the precarious faith. 

The irresolution, the inconstancy 

Of Henry I displayed to him; and feign'd 

That that same Henry had incautiously 

To me, in part, the stratagem divulged. 

Ormond, although well versed in courtly arts. 

Yet thought himself betrayed, and suddenly 

Changing his views, denied it not to me ; 

Yet he asserted Henry was the first 

To counsel him to seize the child ; that he 

Quickly determined to reveal to thee 

The whole of this design; and that he feign'd 

With him, expressly for this purj^e only. 

To consent to it. Then I also feign'd 

To yield to him full credence ; and at length 

So far prevailed on him, that he himself 

Now comes to thee with a sincere confession 

Of every thing that happened. Wilt thou hear him? 

He waits thy summons • . 

Ma, Let him come, and quickly. 
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SCENE THE FOURTH. 

Mary. 

Ma, My son ! . • What have I heard ? • • • my son 
surrendered 
To that most cruel, enviouis, crafty queen ! 
And who surrenders him to her ? His father ; 
His very father thus betrays his blood. 
His honour, and himself ! Was there, alas ! 
Such guilt e'er found united in one man 
With such infotuation ? 

SCENE THE FIFTH. 

ilfary, Bothtvell, Ormond* 

Ma. Speak the truth ; 
Confess what Henry said to thee» 

Or* He • • yes • • 
He bitterly deplored the disesteem 
In which all hold him here. 

Ma. It is not now 
The time to soften down his words. The mask 
Take off; confess to me his rash proposals, 
And thy rash promises. 

Or. *Tis true . . that he . . 
Sought... to obtain of me, ... in his behalf, . • • 
The interference ... of Elizabeth. 

Ma. Now by sincerity alone thou canst 
Defend thyseln I know the whole affitir. 
What boots concealment ? 'Twere in vain for thee 
To seek to elude confession. In the event, 
Henry himself, as cautious in performing, 
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Ab in contriving projects, had betray'd 
Himself» and Ormond, and Elizabem : 
But from thy lips I fain would hear the truth* 

Or. Henry complained to me that in these walls 
His o£Espnng9 destined for a double realm. 
Was trained perniciously : hence he himself 
Determined to surrender him in hostage 
To Elizabeth, a pledge of his good faith • • 

Ma. Oh unexampled father ! And didst thou 
Consent to thb ? 

Or, • • By a direct refusal 
I would not quench his hopes too suddenly • • 
I feiffn'd consent, to learn his further purpose • • 

ma. Let this suffice ; no more. Ehzabeth, 
The artificer of fraudulent designs. 
Hither dispatched thee : but, as I conceiye. 
Of fraudulent designs more subtly plann'd* 
Retire now ; that which on thy own account 
Thou dost not merit, to thy rank I yield* 
Elizabeth meanwhile shall learn from me, 
That an ambassador to me is due, 
More dexterous at least, if not more faithful. 

SCENE THE SIXTH. 

Mary^ BothxioeU. 

Both. There's art, but mbtimed art, in all his 
words. 
'Twixt truth and lies how clumsily he shuffles ! 
'Tis well that he's found out in time. 

. Ma, I find not in me in this hour of need 
Or strength to act, or wisdom to explore : 
By doubts, by anger, and by fear, at onqe 
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I feel my heart as if asunder torn; 

And> would'st thou think it? still that heart retains 

I know not what of hope • • 

Both. And I too hope. 
That noW) since the discover'd plot's defeated^ 
No others lurk behind it. 

Ma* Be it so. 
Yet such is he, that now that he perceives 
His foolish enterprize discovered • . 

Both. He!.. 
What can he do ? 

Ma. He may forsake my realm. 
His cruel» last farewell» already he . • 

Both. Forsake thy realm!— Even before 'twas 
known» 
This new aggression» thou didst interdict 
With justice such a step : more just would be 
That interdiction now; now that perchance» 
As an atonement for his frustrate schemes» 
Others he would devise in foreign climes. 
With more successful boldness. 

Ma. 'Tis most just : 
I oft have thought of this ; but yet • • 

Both. Who knows 
Where his malignant steps might carry him ? 
Who knows what succour he might dare solicit ? • • 
He would obtain it ; yes» too certainly 
In others' rancour he would surely find 
A firm alliance. — Thou should'st now select 
The lesser evil . • 

Ma. But what may that be? « 

Both. Better than I thou know'st it. But to have 
Recourse to violence shocks thy noble heart • • 
h2 
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Tel9 what would'st thou ? Would'st thou that Henry 

find 
Protection from Elizabeth ? If he 
In person treat with her, far other plots • • 

Ma: Oh fatal day ! and perhaps the harbinger 
Of others still more fatal ! Is it true 
That thou at length art come ì . • Disastrous day ! 
And apprehended long !.. Ah wretched me \ 
'Gainst him who heretofore has shared my love. 
Who shared the fondest wishes of my heart, 
Shall I use violence ?.. I cannot do it • • 
And, come what may come, I can never do it. 

Bath. But think how deeply he may mjure thee ì • . 

Ma. What injury can he inflict, that equals 
The loss of his affection ? 

Both. Should he once 
Make good his flight from hence, assuredly 
Thou ne'er would'st see him more • • 

Ma. Oh heaven forbid I 
May I not lose him quite • • 

Bath And dost thou not, 
Much as thy husband, love thy son, oh mother ì 
That son is now in everlasting danger ; 
Death of the soul, the only real death, 
Errors corrupting and heretical. 
Await, thou know'st, his youthful innocence. 

Mary* Assuredly I ought . . but how, alas ! . . 

Both. If Henry^ liberty were somewhat lessened. 
Or round his sacred royal person plaoed 
Some slight impediments to its abuse • • « 

Ma. He's too ipipatient of controul already: 
Remorse, disgrace, and turbulent despair, 
Might make him still more headstrong than he is, 
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And all my faithless and rebellious subjects 
Would be his partizans. 

Both* I now perceive 
One means by which thou may'st accomplish this. 
And yet excite no tumult One, no more.-* 
The night descends : surround with armed men 
Amid its shades, the hill, where singly towers 
His royal dwelling. There is he ere now 
Retired, to wait there for the dawn of day. 
And then depart from thence : he has with him 
There a few obscure friends. There may he stay. 
Courteously guarded : no one will attempt 
Thus to lav hands on him ; and thus at once 
Thou mak St his rage abortive. Through this night 
No man to him can penetrate : to-morrow 
To thy just arguments for this allow 
Free circulation ; and to him allow 
Permission to impugn them if he can. 

Ma. This seems the safest plan ; but yet • • 

Both. Ah! think, 
Thou hast no other. 

ilfa. But, in the execution • • 

Both* I will tak^ care of that» if thou desirest. 

Ma. But should perchance the orders be exceed- 
ed?.. 
Be on thy guard . • 

Both. What dost thou apprehend ? 
That I'm incompetent to the execution ì 
But, ere we miss the occasion, time Is short; 
Ifly.. 

ma. Ah no ; • • stay here • • 

Both. For once, at least, 
I will use violence with thee : recollecty 
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I saved thee once before . . 
Ma. I know it ; but • • 
Both^ Confide in me. 

SCENE THE SBVBKTH. 

Ma. Ah ! no • • Suspend . • He flies. 
Oh fktal and irrevocable moment ! 
Upon a thread my peace and fame now hang. 

ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCENE THE FIRST. 

Maryy Murray. 

Mur. Laying aside all ceremonious forms. 
Anxious and breathless, I presume to come, 
At an unusual hour, to thy apartments. 
Oh what a night is this ! 

Ma. What would'st thou now ? 

Mur» What hast thou done ? Who-thus has coun- 
selPd thee ì 
Id the recesses of thy palace now 
Canst thou securely sit, while armed men 
And military cries surround thy consort ì 

Ma. But whence this boldness in thee ?.. All will 
see 
To-morrow that I've robb'd him of no power. 
Except the power of injuring himself. 

Mur. Whate'er the motive, the effect is mon- 
strous, 
'Tis cruel, terrible, and unexampled; 
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And far more raises fury in the people 

Than strikes them with alarm. Now, well reflect : 

There are perhaps who deceive thee : perhaps I come 

In time to re*eDlighten thee. To us. 

From guilty satelutes that inundate 

All quarters of the city, in their hands 

Bearing lugubrious torches and drawn swords» 

Mischief alone can rise. What do these troops 

Around the rock where stands the royal dwelling, 

Rank'd in a circle, with ferocious looks 

Keeping each man at distance ? • 

ma. For my deeds 
Am I accountable to thee ? Correct 
Are my designs. They shall be known to those 
Who ought to know them. Dost thou place thy trust 
In the audacious people ì 

Mur. In myself 
I trust alone, and in that God of truth 
Of whom I am the minister. From me 
Life thou may'st take, but not sincerity. 
And free and lofty speech • . Beside thy spouse 
Destroy me if thou wilt ; but hear me first. 

Ma. What words are these ? oh heavens ! • . . and 
do I wish 
My husband's blood ? and who with this can charge 
me?. • 

Mur. Oh spectacle of woe ! — ^The unwarlike stag 
Pants in the bloody and ferocious claws 
Of the infuriate tygress^. • See, already 
She tears him piecemeal • • Tremulous he falls» 
He dies ; • • and was • • Ah ! who forbears from weep- 

mg? 
—Oh flash of lightning ! What eternal ray 
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Bursts on my dazzled tight ? Mortal I am !--« 
The dense and horrible clouds» that» in their womb 
Of pitchy blackness, hold the future buried» 
Behold» in volumes of sulphureous smoke 
They roll away» and rapidly they vanish • • 
What do I see ? I see» ah yes» that traitor 
Reeking with blood-drops yet. Per6dious traitor! 
Reeking with sacred and tremendous blood» 
Thou liest in the widow'd bed yet warm 1 
Ah» impious lady ! canst thou suffer this i • • 

Ma. What voice is that ? What accents do I hear } 
Ob heaven ! what saidst thou ? • • Presages of terror • . 
He hears me not ; an unaccustomed flame 
Bums in his rolling eye-bails • • 

Mwr. Even now» 
Thou second Ahab's daughter» do I hear 
The horrid bowlings ; I already see , 
The bloody jaws of the infuriate dogs. 
By whom thy impure entrails shall be torn— 
But thou» who sit'st upon the usurp*d throne» ^ 

Son of iniquity l liv'st thou and reignest ? i 

Ma, His bosom labours with a threatening God I • • 
Oh heaven ! ah ! hear me • . 

Mur, No» thou livest not : 
Behold the scythe appointed to mow down 
The impious harvest. Death» I hear thy shriek» 
And thy invisible approach I feel* 
Oh vengeance of my God ! of every crime 
How dost thou take account ! • • • Heaven triumphs : 

see» 
See the perfidious Jezebel is torn 
E'en from the arms of her adulterous husband • • 
Behold the traitors are betray'd . • Oh joy ! 
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They are dusever'd • ; lacerated • • slain. 

Ma, Thou mak'st me tremble • • Ah ! • • of whom 
speak'st thou ? • • 
I faint • • 

Mur. But what new sight? • • Oh gloomy scene! 
Around a dismal scaffold I behold 
Sable and sanguinary ornaments ! • . 
And who is tins preparing to ascend it ì 
Oh ! art thou she ? JDost thou» so proud and dainty» 
Bend to the cleaving axe thy lofty neck ì 
Another sceptred dame inflicts on thee 
The mighty blow. The faithless blood spouts forth ; 
And lo, a thirsty spectre drinks it all 
To the last drop ! — Ah I would the angry heavens 
Be satisfied with this ? But» comet-like» 
Thou drawest after thee a fatal track ; 
A race of wretched, proud» and abject kings 
Spring from the womb of Uie expiring lady. 
The just and horribly avenging ire 
Of heaven's Almighty Monarch runs transfused 
E'en with their life-blood . . 

Ma. • • Wretched that I am ! • • 
What light, oh minister of heaven, inspires thee ? 
Ah ! cease . . ah ! cease . • I die • • 

Mur, Who calls me now > • • 
In vain from my afirighted eyes would'st thou 
Chace this tremendous sight . . I see already 
In the thick gloom the sceptred spectres throng.-^ 
Oh ! who art thou» that almost mak'st me shed 
Tears of compassion ?.. Ah ! above thy head 
The axe is lifted : now» alas ! it fiills. 
I see thy sever'd and thy once-crown'd head 
Roll'd in the dust ! • • And art thou unavenged i . • 
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Alas! thou art: For thy distinguish'd head 

Long had been due to a more ancient vengeance^— 

How many lesser royal shades I see 

Fight» fear, retreat, discomfited, in turns 1 

Oh linea^y fatal as thou art to others. 

Destructive to thyself! For thee the streams 

Are dyed in blood . . And dost thou merit it ? 

Ah, fly thou, to contaminate no more 

This region wiUi thy footsteps : go, and seek^ 

E'en in the breast of ignommy seek. 

Connatural refuge : with idolaters. 

Thy fit companions, herd : there drag along. 

The throne's disgrace, the laughing-stock ^men, 

Scom'd e'en in wretchedness, opprobrious days. 

Ma» What do I hear ì • • Alas ! • • what unknown 
power 
Have thy prophetic accents o'er my heart ! 

Mun On lofty transports of my troubled mind» 
Of rapt imagination, of my full, 
My labouring, yet illuminated spirit, 
Whither have ye impeil'd me ? • • What inspired ? • • 
Where have ye led me ? . . What have I beheld ? • • 
To whom have spoken ? • . Am I in the palace ? • « 
The paJace !.. Oh abode of grief and death, 
I fly from thee for ever. 

Ma. Stop.. 

Mur, Oh lady. 
Say, hast thou changed thy purpose ì 

Ma, Wretched me ! . . 
I scarcely seem to breathe . . must I then give 
Means to my foes to injure me ? 

Mur. No, thou 
Should'st take the means of injuring from others; 
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But first discover who it is that injures. 
For thy excuse I'm willing to believe 
That Bothwell is not fully known to thee : 
Such of that miscreant are the enormities. 
That they were e'en sufficient to appal 
The world's most harden'd profligates. 

Ma. Oh heaven ! 
Should he betray me ! Yet 'twere best to doubts- 
Then go to Henry instantly thyself, 
And in my name, let Argyle be thy guide. 
Provided that he promises on oath 
Not to depart from Scotland till 'twixt us 
Our mutual variances are cleared, I swear, 
Ere morn, of all my troops to rid the plain. 
Go, fly ; obtain but this, and then return. 

SCENE THE SECOND. 

Mary. 

Ma. What fear oppresses me ! Alas! . • if ever . . 
But am I guilty ì Thou, who knowest all things, 
Enowest that I am not — Yet in my heart 
I never had more horrible forebodings • • 
What can they mean ? . • • And from this Murray's 

lips 
What fulminating imprecations roll'd !— . 
A night so pregnant with dismay as this 
I never knew till now • . 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

Mary^ BothvoeU. 
Ma. What hast thou done ? 



S06 If ART STUART. 



idragg'dme? Say» is there yet time 
Bid thy men disperse • . 



Where hast thou < 

For reparation ì ^ ^ 

Both. What ! hast thou once more changed thy 
sentiments i 

Ma. I never bade thee • • thou first dared'st . • • 

Both. Yes, 
I dared propose to thee a gentler means, 
For the obtaininp^ of thy end, than any 
That thou contrived'st : and thou gav'st to me 
The care of these, which I accepted. Now 
Henry has seen my squadrons ; be has heard 
The name of Bothwell : to and fro he runs 
Along the galleries, and for desperate fisht 
Prepares himself. Distinctly 1 beheld him. 
By the slare of lurid torches, come and go. 
Furiously chafe, and make parade of valour. 
The thunder of bis menaces descends 
E'en to the plain. 'Twere easy to recall 
The troops ; but who could afterwards appease 
The rage of Henrjr ì Of m^lf I speak not : 
I were a trifling victim (if indeed 
I could suffice) in such a cause as this : 
But what would be thy fate ? Henrv incensed • • 

Ma. Ah speak, did Murray not this instant go 
From hence to Henry ? . . . 

Both. I beheld him not.— 
Say, has that lying demagogue again 
Conferred with thee ? 

Ma. Ah yes, too certainly ! . . 
Although the minister of a hostile sect. 
What has he not revealM to me ? Oh heaven ! 
Fatal prognostics from his lips I heard. 
Myself d%>atch'd him as a messenger 
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To my unyielding husband : may his words 
Avail, as they have penetrated mine. 
To penetrate his heart ! Who knows ? such means 
Ojfl has the invisible heavenly will elected : 
Perhaps Murray is his instrument. Go, run ; 
See that the king speaks with him. 

Both. Murray, foe 
Of our religion, at his will aspires 
To sway the feeble mind of Henry ; hence 
He feigns to be his friend. Arch-hypocrite ! 
His only passion is to head a partv. 
The most determined of the rebels stand 
Already arm'd ; they want a man to raise 
The standard of revolt ; and he will raise it. 
What are their schemes, thou knowest ; — thou who, 

once 
FaU'n in their hands, heardest them dictate to thee 
Their haughty and injurious laws ; and I, 
Who freed thee from them, too well recollect.— 
Now, while I breathe, I swear that thou shalt not 
Stoop to these men : to disobey thee now 
Is loyalty. All method of approach 
To every man is absolutely closed ; 
And he who would attempt it, Surfeits life. 
In vain the most devoted of thy friends 
Would there present himself; e'en in thy name 
In vain would Murray go there • • 

Ma. What ! hast thou 
Ventured so far ? • • 

Both* I dare, and I will save thee : 
Pm perfectly aware of what I do. 
If thou dost not now openly convict 
Henry of guilt, since thou nast offered hira 
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An open insult» thou thyself art ruin'd. 

Ma. Let come what may come : I had rather die 
Than bring a blot upon my fame . . obey; 
Thy overweening zeal may injure me : 
Then quickly go, and bid the bands disperse • . 
But what do I behold ? • • What horrid blaze 1 . • 
Ah ! • . what a crash ! Trembles the opening earth . • 

Both. Oh ! • • from the bursting clouds devouring 
flames 
Descend from heaven I 

Ma. The opening doors fly back • • 

Both, Oh ! what a roaring in the smoky air! 

Ma. Ah ! whither shall I fly ? . • 

SCKNB THS FOURTH* 

Murray^ Mary^ BothtoelL^ 

Mur. Where canst thoii fly ì 
_ ^Ma. Murray ! • . what means it ? • » » Thou • • • re- 
tum*8t already i ^V '^ 

Mur. And art thou here ? Go, see thy mtfrdier'd 

husband ! • • 
Ma. Alas ! . • what do I hear ?.. 
Both. Murder'd! and how? 
By whom ? 
Mur. Miscreant ! by thee I 



Both. What dar'st thou say ? • . 
Ma. Oh heaven ! is Henry slain? • • 
I heard ? 



But how Ì • • 



The terrible report ! . . 

Mur. But , . thou art safe. 
The house is blown up where thy husband sleeps. 
Even from its foundation 1 He has found 
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A horrible tomb amid its ghastly ruins ! 

Ma, What is it that I hear ? • . 

Both' Assuredly, 
Henry himself, to the collected powder 
Stored mid«way up the hill, in desperate fit 
Set fire* 

Mur. Thee, Bothwell, every one proclaims 
Thee, traitor. 

Ma* Sacrilegious ! hast thou dared ? . . 

Both, Behold my head ; 'tis forfeited at once 
To him that proves me guilty of this deed. 
I ask no favour at thy hand, oh queen ; 
But strict, entire, and expeditious justice* 

Mur, Himself he slew not. Base malecontent» 
slew him • • 

Ma. Oh horrible suspicion ! Pang far worse 
Than that of any death ! • . Eternal blot ! . . 
Oh cruel grief! . • — Now quickly from my eyes 
Let each withdraw. The truth shall be discovered ; 
And let him tremble, whosoe'er he be. 
The atrocious author of a deed like this. 
For vengeance now, and nothing else, I live* 

Both. Oh queen, thy sorrow 1 indeed respect ; 
But for myself I tremble not. 

Mur, Alas! 
Hast thou a cause to tremble ?— On this spot, 
Till heaven's avenging thunderbolt is hurrd, 
The guiltless only have just cause of fear. 
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DRAMATIS P£RSONiB. 

Lorenzo. ^.^Raymond. 
Julian. Salviati. 

Bianca. Soldiers. 

Guglielmo. 



ScBNK> — The State-Palace of Florence. 
ACT THE FIRST. 

SCBNB THE FIRST. 

Guglielmo^ Raymond. ^ 

Ray. To suffer, always suffer ì oh my fitther. 
Is this the only counsel thou canst give me ^ 
Art thou become so thoroughly a slaye. 
That thou no longer feePst the heavy wrongs. 
The insults of the Medicean yoke? 

Gtt. DK,~loin7Ttfeeratticeciily ; and far more 
I feel the public than my private wrongs. 
But yet what should I do ? To such a pitch 
Florence by party-spirit is reduced, 
That the most inoffensive word may be 
Fatal to us, propitious to our tyrants. 
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Oh infirm state ! it is too evident, 
That thou canst now change only for the worse. 
Ray* Ah ! tell me where is now the' state ì Or 
how. 
If there be one» it can be worse ? Can we 
Be said to live ì Live those, who full of fear, 
Who abject, and suspicious, drag along 
Their infamous and pining days ? To us 
What injury can arise ì That in the place 
Of shameful and inefficacious tears. 
Blood should perchance be shed ì And what ì Dost 

thou 
Call shedding blood the greatest injury ? 
Thou, that, a thousand times, with noble joy, 
To me, a child, the ancient times recalledist, 
And execratedst these degenerate days ; 
Thou now like every vulgar recreant here, 
Submittest to the yoke thy passive neck ì 

Gu. There was a time, I seek not to deny it, 
When, urged by intolerance of our many wrongs, 
And full of anger, and elastic spirits, ^ 

I would have sacrificed, without a thought. 
My wealth, my honours, and my life, to crush 
The usurpation of new tyrants, raised 
On our misfortunes : to the fire of youth 
All things seem easy ; so they seemed to me. 
But finding to my great designs few friends. 
And those few friends of wavering constancy ; 
Beholding every year that tyranny 
Struck deeper roots in this imjpoverished soil ; 
And lastly being a father ; all induced me. 
To safer, but less elevated schemes, 
^-^ To turn my thoughts. The tyrants would have fomid 
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In me a weak, and ineffectual foe : 
Hence sought 1 their alliance. ^LhfiStowM 
On t hee their sis ter^s hand. Since we no more 
Flourish'd beneailf the shade of liberty ; 



\ I hence would see thee, and thy future son 
Placed in the covert of the plumesi at least» 
Of tyranny's audacious, spreading wings. 

--— ' Rai/m Protection infamous, and insecure. 
Bianc a, although sister of the tyrants» 
Is thence not insupportable to me : 
Her, and the sons which she to me has given» 

-"'^"Though nephews of the tyrants, 1 hold dear. 
My blameless wife I blame not for her brothers ; 
Thyself I blame alone, in having mix'd 
Their blood with ours, oh father. In this act 
I would not thwart thy purpose : but at last 
Thou seest the fruits of such servility : 
By this alliance thou didst hope to reap 
Honour and influence ; dnd we thence have reaped 
Contempt, disparagement, and infamy. 
The citizens abhor us, and with reason ; 
We are the tyrants' kinsmen ; thence have they 
Exchanged their hatred towards us for contempt ; 
And we, who were not citizens, deserve it. — 

Gu. Thou hadst found me, in other climes, oh son, 
A spur to illustrious deeds, and not a check. 
What it has cost my not ignoble heart 
To smother indignation, and to feign 
An insincere attachment, thou thyself 
Canst best conceive. E'en from thy infancy 
I have, 'tis true, discover'd in thy heart 
The seeds of irritable independence: 
At first, I must confess, I saw with joy 
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This bias of thy soul ; but far more oft 

I inwardly regretted, when in thee 

I contemplated afterwards a soul 

Too free and lofty. Thence it seem'd to me 

That the consummate sweetness of Bianca 

Was not ill qualified to mitigate 

Thy perilous impetuosiey. 

At length thou wert a &ther ; and art still so^ 

As I am to my sorrow ... Ah ! that I 

Had never been so ! Then at once with her, i 

And for her, had my country seen me die. / 

Ray. And dared'st thou make me a father, where 
To be a father, is to be a slave ì 

Gu. Ah then at least our servitude was doubtful. 

Ray. Our infamy indeed was less confirmed •• . 

Ou. 'Tis true; I hoped, since to our commoi^ 
wrongs, 
All remedies were fruitless and too late. 
That thou might'st pass thy days in quietness. 
Blest in a father's and a husband's feelings • • • 

Ray. But, e'en though I were sprung from other 
blood, 
Can an3r being tranquilly enjoy 
Domestic transports in a place like this ì 
I was not, no, assuredly to these 
Vain trappings of vain magistracy, bom, 
Which make him seem the first who is the last. 
For this perchance the tyrants have to-^ay 
Assay'd to take them from me : trappings these. 
So much the more disgraceftil, as they are 
-----The cloak.of simulatfioJiteriy* 

•Twas infamous to mvest me with them; now 
'Twill be as mfamous to rob me of them : 

VOL. II. o 
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Oh, cursed destiny ! 

Gu. Report of Uiu 
Is spread ; it even reached my ears ; but I 
Cannot believe it» no . • • 

Ray. Why not believe it ? 
Have not they shewn us more oftnsive insults ì 
Possessions seized, dost thou no more remember^ 
Our statutes changed, alone to aim at us ? 
Since we ignobly made ourselves their kinsmen. 
We've always been more exquisitely injured. 

Gtu Hear me, oh son : and to my hoary age. 
My long experience, trust The just disdain 
Which in the deep recesses of my heart 
I also cherish, with rash impotence 
Exhaust not thou : we yet awhile may bear : 
I ne'er can think that they would take from thee 
A dignity conferred, whatever it T 



But ^et, should they all bounds of sufierance pass» 
Be silent thou : full oft revengeful words 
Defeat revengeful deeds, A lofty silence 
Is the precursor of a lofty vengeance. 
The courteous carriage of the tyrants towards us 
Gives thee a precedent for valid hate. 
Meanwhilei oh son, I would alone exhort, 
And teach thee, to endure * • • Nor afterwards. 
Shall I disdain, if one day it be needful, 
To learn frooi thee how to direct the blow. 

SCBNB THE SXCONDé 

Raymond. 

• • • I dare not trust in him • • • LelLgalmti 
First to these shores retum.-^My fioEer 
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Discovers nothing of my purposes : 

He knows not that to-day it pleases me 

Rather to exasperate than appease these tyrants.--» l/v 

Ah father ! would'st thou fain now be to me 

A master of endurance ? Art thou he, 

Than whom th^ country formerly had not 

A more intrepid champion ? How propense. 

Gelid old-age> art thou to servitude !— 

Ah ! if nought else by length of years is leamM^ 

But how to tremble, to obey, to endure, 

In silence to endure ; rather than learn 

Such abject arts, I chuse the bitterest death. 

SCENE THE THIRD» 

Bianca, Eajfmondm 

Bu Consort, at last I find thee. Ah, with whom 
Would^st thou be, if thou fliest e'en from me ì 

Ray. Here» widi my &ther, I at length conversed 
A short time since : but I have not thence gained 
Alleviation to my wrongs. i 

BL He is, 
Though good in all things else, the best of fathers : 
He fears not for himself; but ail his fears 
Are for his children roused. The generous old man 
Smothers, for u», the anger in his breast. 
Believe not, no, that valour is exhausted, 
Or intrepidity in him subdued : 
Ah I suffer then that'I repeat it to thee ; 
He is the best of fathers.» 

Ray. Oh! perchance, 
Thou would'st insinuate that I am not like him t 
Thou know'st if nothing else availed, thy prayers 



\ 
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Were ever potent to restrain my wratìi ; 
Thy prayers alone, Bianca, tby chaste love» 
And thy maternal tears. I esteemed thee 
Companion sweet, not sister of my foes • . . 
But, does it seem to thee, to-day, that still 
I ought to hold my peace ? To-day, decreed 
To see my forfeiture without pretext 
Of this my popula r dign ity ? When we 
Are doomed as-fSgttifWu) ^uit this dwelling, 
Asylum sacred once to public freedom ? 

BÙ Powerful they are ; what boots it theii with 
words 
To exasperate those who answer not, and act ? 
Thy silence, better far than menaces. 
Might now appease them. 

Rat^* And would I appease them ? . . . 
.«—But to appease them nothing now avails % ^ . 

BL Nothmg ? ... Of one blood am not I with 
them ? • • • 

Ro^* I know it ; and I grieve for it ; be silent ì 
Recall it not to mindé 

Bi. And what i For this. 
Art thou, or hast thou been, less dear to me ? 
Am not I ready, if to endure their sway 
Is irksome to thee, wheresoever thou wilt 
To follow thee ? or if thy haughty soul 
Scom'd not to have in me a means of peace, 
Am I less ready for thyself to i^ak, 
To weep, to pray, and even, if I ought. 
By dint of force to make my brothers yield ? 

Rat/. To pray for me? and whom to pray to? 
tyrants? — 
Canst thou intend it, lady ? and canst thou 
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Expect that I permit it ? 

BÙ Riches, power, 
Arms, partizanSy hast thou» whence openly 
Thou canst make head against them ? • • • 

Rat/, In my breast 
A hate I cherish, equal to their hate ; 
Courage superior far. 

Bi, Alas ! what say'st thou ì 
Would'st thou perchance attempt ^ • • . Ah ! thou 

may'st lose 
Father, and consort, children, honour, life • . . . , 
And what canst thou acquire ì Within thy heart 
The flattering expectation dierish not i 
No genuine wifttf iirthig yife p^9ple liv es 
For jpris tine au stere liberty : from me 
Trust IhlrssSertioQ. Trust to me. I, born, 
And in the lap of nascent tyranny 
Brought up, all its dependencies I know. 
Tools thou wilt find by thousands and by thousands, 
In'their dTscourse ferocious, in their deeds 
Contemptible, in time. of danger nothing. 
Or skilful only in bfttvayiAg thee. 
I am not so unnatural and cruel 
That I abhor my brothers ; yet fiir less 
Have they been loved by me, since I have seen 
Their arrogance towards thee ; that arrogance 
Galls mv mioted spirit. If I am 
Compelled by thee to make the fatal choice 
'Twixt thee and them, by thee I am a mother. 
Thy wife am I, thou art oppressa, ... I cannot. 
Nor ought I hesitate. But thou, awhile. 
Do thou resolve on nothing : the enterprize 
To make thee, if not happy, safe at least, 
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Leave it to me ; let me at least attempt H.* 
Or do I not perchance yet full j know 
How 1, the consort of a citizen. 
Ought to address a tyrant ? Yet perchance 
Do I not know how far I may unite 
To not invalid reasons» lofly prayers ? 
Mother, wife» sister, am I not ? in whom. 
If not in me, canst thou confide ? 

Rat/. Oh heaven! 
Lady, thy words afflict me. Peace would I 
Also obtain ; but not with infiuny. 
What to thy brothers could'st thou say fox^me ? 
That I deserve not insult ? Weil they know it ; 
Hence they insult me : that I brook not wronj^ Ì 
Why make that known which only from my lips 
Thej ought tp know ? 

Bi, Ah ! ... if to them thou speakest • • . 
Ali^!... 

Ray. What fear'st thou ? True it is, that I 
Can never change my soul : but, if I will, 
I can be silent. Thou, beloved Bianca, 
Thou, and my sons, are always in my thoughts : 
Impetuous, intolerant, audacious. 
If 1 was bom, yet not on this account 
Do I let slip a word by accident : 
Compose thyself; I also wish for peace. 

BL Yet from thy countenace do I infer 
Thy heart is shaken by a frightful storm • • • 
In thee I see no forerunners of peace* 

Ray. 1 am not joyful ; but in me suspect not 
Crueldesigns, 
' Bi, I fear ; yet know not why. 

Rat/, Because thou lovest me. 

Bi. Oh heaven ! . . • and with 
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What love ! ... Ah ! that the path to real fame 

Were opened to thee now !.. % But we are doom'd 

To drag out life in a corrupted age. 

Submission is our glory; and self-love 

Our only virtue. What would'st thou effect ? 

One man could not regenerate a people. 

And coadjutors here thou wilt not find. 

Bay. Hence I pine inwardly» and hence • • • am 
silent. 

JB». Ah come, and let us elsewhere turn our 
steps: 
My brothers sometimes place their judgmentHseat 
In these apartments. 

Bay. This is the retreat, 
I know, in which to lying praise their ears 
They open, and their bow>ms dose to pity. 

Bi. Come then with me ; and mingle with the 
poison 
That subtlv creeps throu^ every throbbing vein, 
Some soothing balsam. Thou hast not to-day 
Embraced our children yet^ Ah come, I pray thee i 
And with their innocent and silent kisses 
Let them, far better than I can with words, 
Remind thee that thou art a father still. 

Bay. Ah, could I, as to-day I recollect 
The name of father, that of man forget !— - 
But, let us now depart*— Thou shalt have proof 
Whether mv children are beloved by n^e.— 
Ah, thou know'st not, (and roay'st thou never 

know) 
To what extremities his children drive 
A real fitther ; how he may be goaded 
To their destruction by overweening fondfiess» 
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ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE THE FIRST. 

JidiaTif Lorenzo» ^■'^^^ ^ 

Lo. BioihsXf what boots it ? Thou hast hitherto 
Trusted to me : does it now seem to thee. 
That, by my means, our influence is diminish'd ? 
Thou talkest of restraining men ? are these 
Restrain'd? If such had met with tolerance. 
Say, had we risen to our present greatness ? 

«/«. 'Tis true, Lorenzo» a beni^ant star 
Shines on us hitherto. We owe m part 
To fortune our advancement ; but still more 
To our forefather's lofty counsels owe it. 
Cosmo possessed the state, but he possessed it 
Under the semblance of a private map* 
Nor are the fetters ^et so rivetted, 
That with the extenor of royalty 
We may securely grasp them. Let us leave 
To fools, who form the multitude, the vain 
Appearaqces of their lost liberty. 
In Its commencement, arbitrary power, 
The less it is displayed, is more confirmed. 

Iio. We have not yet obtain'd the height of great«> 
ness: 
We are .summoned by the present times, oh Julian, 
Rather to greatly dare» than nicely weigh. 
Cosmo already centred in himself 
His universal country; and by all, 
As with one voice, was welcomed as a father. 
Little or nothing to the complex scheme 
Pier our father added : adverse fate 
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Qoickly cut short the few and feeble days 
That lie survived his sire : he added little ; 
But meanwhile he to Cosmo next succeeding. 
And we to Pier, something is obtained 
In thus accustoming the citizens 
To hereditary right Our foes thenceforward 
Have been each day dispersed, enfeebled, slain ; 
Our friends accustomed or constrained to obey ; ^ 
Now that all things invite us to complete 
Cosmo's magnanimous enterprize, shall we 
Be self-defeated by our cowardice ? 

Ju. Wisely we ouffht to brins it to an end ; 
But in a manner moderate and humane* 
Where gentle measures may e^ect our ends 
With cautious speed, inflexible, yet mild ; 
Andy when 'tis needful, sparingly severe* 
Brother, believe me, to eradicate 
Those seeds of liberty, by nature placed / 

In every human breast, no little art, 
And management, besides a length of time, 
Are requisite : these seeds may be suppressed, 
By spilling humiin blood, but not extinguish^. 
And oftentimes from blood they shoot agaÌ4 
With firesh luxuriance • • • 

Lo\ And do I wish 
To shed the blood of these ì The axe in Rome 
Was Scylla's instrument ; but e'en the rod 
Is too imposing here : my words aloQe 
Suffice to make them treipble. 

Ju, Blind reliance ! I 

IKnowest* thou not that none are to be fear'd | 

Like men enslaved ? Scylla dismiss'd his guards, 
Yet hence was he aot slain ; but girt with arms, 
02 



THE CONSPIRACT OV THE PAZZI. 

With satellites, and mercenary spies, 

Nero, Domitian, and CaliMla, 

And thousand others that nave ruled o'er slaves, 

By their own minions butcher'd, fell ignobly. 

Why irritate those who obey already ? 

Obtain thv end by other means. 'Tis true. 

The people here were never wholly free ; 

. But notwiUistanding never slaves to one.— 
Thou should*st benumb their minds ; and utterly 
Enervate their affections ; each high thought 
Subtly eradicate ; abolish virtue. 
Or wither it by making it a jest ; 
Install among thy creatures the most pliant ; 
Degrade» by honouring them, the Wisely proud ; 
Declaim in lofty and imposing tones 
Of clemency, of country, glory, laws. 
And citizens ; and more than aught besides 
Afiect equality with thy inferiors. — 
Behold the mighty means, by which in each 
Are changed by little and by little first 
The feelings, then the customs, thence the laws; 
Then the deportment of the ruler; last. 
That which alone remains to change, his name. 

Lo. Our ancestors with happy auspices 
Already have adopted all these measures : 
The foolish quarrels of the citizens, 
If-now a link is wanting to the chain, 
Should fabricate that link. One, only one, 
Openly dares, in short, to brave our power ; 
And ought he to be fear'd ? 

{ «/u. Ferocious son 

j Of disaffected father, Raymond gives 
Just ground for apprehension . • • 
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Lo. Both should be, 

iAnd for this project I address myself,) 
(lasted by scorn : e'en a revenge like that 
Would not be undelightful • . • 
Jiu 'Tis not safe. 

Lo. Great ai the project is, my mind is fix'd. 
I from his rank will take that turbulent youth ; 
And suffiar him to scatter at I^is will 
Seditious words in vain : thus^slLahalLsee 
Hqwjhoroughk. 1 scnm ligjaagnageB^ 

7^r~yTyw^ifendfld, «ttd n^t dain ? At this, 

What bosom, e^en though mailM with triple steel, 
Would tremble not ? Sbould^st thou make him a foe 
Whom thou could'st extirpate ì Why thus give him. 
Thyself, mcautiously, so many pretexts 
To agitate the state f Why make him thus 
The head, and leader of the malecontents ? 
And they are numerous ; many, many more 
Than thou suspectest. Open force they have not ì 
J trust that it is so : but wno will f^ard 
Our back from treason ì Will suspicion, say. 
Suffice for this ? It may suffice to spoil 
Our quiet, not to ^ive security. 

Lo. Audacity will be our best defence : 
Audacity to the enterprizing breast, 
Which 18 both sword, and intellect, and shield, 
A «ilent invitation I will give 
To the rebellious and impetuous youth 
To new offisnces. Afterwards disgraced. 
But not destro^^'d by him who might destroy him^ 
He to the multitude whom now he heads 
Will thus become an object of derisioa. ^ 
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8CSNE THB SBCOHD. 

Lorenzo, Julian, GvgUdmo, Roland. 

Giù Follow my footsteps» son ; and I beseech thee 
Suflfer me here to speak alone— Oh you, 

J For yet I know not by what epithet 
ougnt to accost you) in a suppliant posture 
Behold me here your once implacable» 
And bitterest enemy* Better I know» 
Belter adapted to my age infirm» 
Were free expressions» and still freer deeds i 
Nor with my nature» though I use them» do 
These servile ones accord. But I am not 
The only one remaining of my house ; 
Whence to your fortune» and to tyrannous 
And base necessity» 1 long have yielded. 
Myself» my life» my substance» and my honour» 
My children» all did I confide to you ; 
Nor was I more reluctant to obey 

I Than others were. Thence can I scarce believe 
That which is now reported» that ye. mean 
With wrongs unmerited to injure Bajnmond» 
And me in him. But grant» if this be true» 
That I demand of you the cause for this* 

Ju. Why from thy son dost thou not first demand 
The cause of his deportment» and hb language ? • « • 

R(^. I refuse not to give account to him : 
Nor can I ever meet with those» to. whom 
I would more freely» than to yon, confess 
My purposes • . • 

Lo. Thy purposes I know.<^-» 
But I would teach thee» that, if thou would'st cope 
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With those in pow'r, there's need of enterprise 
Proportioned to thy envy ; and not less 
Strength to that lolfty enterprize proportioned* 
Say ; fares it so with thee ì 

Gli* I hitherto 
Am chief of all our race ; nor js there one 
Who dar^s to move» if I precede him not. 
I speak of deeds. And what, do ye likewise 
Pretend to sit in judgment on secret thoughts ì 
Are ineffectual words high treason here ? 
Are we so far advanced? — If ye pretend 
To exercise a right like this, 1 ask you. 
That men may learn more i^jectly to fear. 
What are you ? Whence your charter to such 
power ? 

R(t^. What are they ì Dost thou ask it ? Do not 
they 
Tremendously, though tacitly, express it 
In their imperious and cruel faces i^r 
Yes, they are all ; and nothing we« 

Ju. We are 
The fearless guardians of the sacred laws ; 
We are exterminating flames from heaven 
To culprits like thyself; but to the good 
Ileart-cheering benefactors. 

Lo. In one word, 
Such are we as to hold thee in contempt. 
Our will to thee assigned the gonfalon, 
Another will of ours more just recalls it. 
With dignity unmerited by us 
Invested, didst thou ask on what pretence 
The gonfalon was yielded to thy hands ? 

Ray. Who knows it not ì Your terror gave it me ; 
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Your terror take§ it from me : to yourselves 

Terror is law supreme and deity. 

What attribute of king possess you not? 

Already ye possess the public hate. 

Their cruel artifìce, their frantic vices, 

Their infkmous contrivances. Ye tread 

The generous path trod by your ancestors: 

Proceed, oh valiant, in fiiU saU proceed. 

While prosperous gales befriend you. Not wealth 

only. 
But life and honour ye will take away 
From those who give you umbrage : the sublime. 
And only right to your authority, 
From waste of blood arises. Greatly dare : 
And try to imitate the many tyrants 
By whom oppressed Italia has been scourged • • • 

Gu, My son, thou dost exceed all bounds. 'Tis 
true, 
That it is lawful for each man to speak 
His thoughts, while these have not thrown off the 

name 
Of citizens : but we . . . 

Lo. Too late thou'rt cautious: 
Thy time hast thou ill chosen to restrain him. 
Fret not thyself; his words are thy begetting. 
Leave him to speak : on us depends to hear him. 

Ju, Audacious youth, minds ill-disposed already. 
What boots it to exasperate ? *Twould be 
The best for thee soontaneously to quit 
The gonfalon, whicn in contempt of us 
Thou wouldest keep in vain ; thou seest it • . . 

Rai/. Shall I thus make myself deserving insults ì 
Hear me : these arts successfully perchance 
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May be adopted to ensure ooimnaody - 

But not to ensure obedience. If I yield, ' ^ 

I yield alone to force. Honour somettmes 

Is by submission gain'd, if we indeed ^\ 

Submit to nothing but to absolute. 

And dire necessity..— It pleases me, 

As I have told you mine, to have heard your thoughts. 

Now new means to new violence I wait 

To see, and be they what they may, I swear 

That I will be of rising tyranny 

The victim, yes, but not the instrument 

SCBNB THB THIRD. 

LorenzOf JuUan, Guglielmo. 

Lo* Go ; if thou carest for thy son, pursue him : 
To adapt his conduct better to the times 
Instruct him; and to this do thou thyself. 
By thy example, aid him. Equally 
hVith him indeed thou hatest us, yet thou 
iHast yielded to us, and dost yield. Engraft 
Thy own discretion on his headstrong wilJ« 
I do not e'en pretend regard for you ; 
I'll have ye feign'd ; and nothing it annoys me. 
Hape, but obey ; and yet obeying, tremble* 
Go thou, and tell to this thy mountebank. 
And pigmy Brutus, that his prototype, 
The real Brutus, fell in vain with Rome. 

Giu I see my son's incautious. Yet I always 
Applied to him a father's wise reproofs ; 
I preach endurance, but he learns it not. 
This is an art to which we've not been used : 
Failings of youth are worthy of excuse ; 
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11^ ^^amend^— But thou, oh Julian, thou 
-^^fJ^ with honours and prosperity 
g^^^ewhat less drunken, mollifjr thy brother; 
4id make him recollect, that if a Brutus 
/ail'd to r^nerate Rome, yet many others 
Were sacrificed ere Rome and Brutus fell, 

SCBKB THE FOURTH, 

LorenzOf Julian, 

Ju. Heard'st thou how these address us i 

Ixh Yes, I hear. 
They're garrulous, and thence I f<^ar them less. 

Ju. One may hatch plots . . 

Lo> But few will follow him. 

Jiu Haymond may be that one. 

Lo. That he may be 
That one, is what i hope. I fully know 
His courage, his resources, and his force : 
He may attempt, but he will ne'er succeed. 
What can I wish for more ì I look to him. 
Hoping that he our mandate may transgress. 
Let him attempt it ; we at once shall thwart him. 
Each hostile enterprize confirms our power, 
And to our just revenue at once prepares 
An ample field for action. In calm seas 
Progress is difficult ; the earliest storm 
WHl drive our vessel to the wish'd-for port. 

Ju. To wish for all at once, often at once 
Causes the loss of alU All danger's doubtful ; 
Nor he who fills the throne should e'er permit 
Even the thought to cross his subjects' minds 
That he's assailable by other men. 

8 
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The opinion of the multitude» that holds 
Our breasts invuhierable, is in itself 
The very panoply that makes them so. 
Woe if we leave the passage to our hearts \ 

Once obvious to the point of traitrous swords ! \ 
A day will come when it will penetrate» 
And find a passage to the very hilt- 
To-day» oh orother» yield thyself to me; 
No, our authority put not to proof, 
Or their revenge. Ah, yield thyself to me. 

Lo. To reason I am always wont to yield» 
And this I hope to prove to thee. — But see» 
Bianca comes to us o'erwhelm'd with grief: 
How painful is it to my soul to hear 
Her lamentations !.. yet Pm forc^ to hear them. 

SCENE THE FIFTH. 

Bianca, Lorenzo, Julian» 

BÙ And is it true» oh brothers, 'tis your will 
To shew yourselves to me oppressive lords» 
Rather than brothers ? Yet» if I to you 
Was ever dear» I am your sister still ; 
And ye to Raymond gave me ; ye who now 
Are thus the first to insult him* 

Lo. Art thou thus 
Become» Bianca» hostile to thy blood. 
That thou no more discemest eauity ì 
Hast thou with Raymond leam'd so much to hate us» 
That now our hearts are known to thee no longer ? 
All that we wish to do is to defeat 
His malice by our measures. Gentle means» 
Far gentler wan he merits» we adopt» 
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To o\^^^ further miBchief : be conTiiiced. 

^/bear are ye to me, brothers ; he to me 
« /o dear : I would do all for peace, 
p why, if he already was your foe, 
.ive me to him in marriage ? If ye gave 
Me to him, why insult him afterwards f 

Jiu We hoped that thou at least would'st be m 
check 
To his temerity • . 

Lo. But hoped in vain : 
For such is Raymond that 'twere easier ftr 
To exterminate than change him. 

Bi, But have you 
Ever towards him the manners used, that change 
A freci unconquer'd heart ì If it grieves you 
Not to be loved by him, who^ save yourselves» 
Prohibits his affection ? 

Lo, Oh, my sister, 
How has the traitor utterly transfused 
His poison in th]^ heart ! He hath estranged 
Thee, thee our sister, from all duteous thoughts; 
Guess then how banefully his hostile words 
Will operate elsewhere. 

BL 1 might behold 
With some complacency your sovereign power» 
If one man I beheld, one, only one. 
From vour ferocious tyranny exempt; 
And if that one were Kaymond; he to whom» 
By an indissoluble sacrea tie. 
Ye have united me; with whom I live 
Inseparably join'd for many years^ 
With whom purtidpate, with whom endure 
A thousand iojmes ; to whom» afau ! 
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Pledges of faith and of eternal love 
(A wretched mother ! ) I have given alrea^ 
Too numerous and too dear a progeny ;— 
Raymond, to whom I'm ready to yieid all. 

Ju. To take from him his office, is to wrest 
The power of self-destruction from his hands. 
Rather than that of injury to ourselves. 
Indeed to be the first, it now becomes thee, 
To induce him to renounce it • • 

Bi. Ah! I see, 
I manifestly sec, by different means. 
How to one end ye hasten. Of your views 
I was the earliest victim ; I was not 
To real peace, but to delayed revenge, 
A sacrifice. Oh well ye understood 
To assume at once the hearts and power of kings. 
'Mid those resembling you, all natural ties 
Are treated with derision • • Wretched me ! 
Why had I not discovered this before ì . 
Why knew it not before I was a mother ì 
But such I am ; a mother and a wife • • 

Lo. I cannot blame thy grief; . • but longer now 
I cannot hear it.— Brother, let us go 
Whither our duty summons us.—- And thou. 
Who deem'st us tyrants in thy heart, think not 
Of that which he has lost, but rather think 
Of that which, nothing meriting, he keeps. 

SCENS THB SIXTH. 

Bianca» 

BL Thus suflferance to retain,.kings deem a gift«- 
With these my tears are vain : their hearts are maiTd 
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In adamar ^^ ™® return once more 
To unh^X Raymond : he at least beholda 
^^^^^ without contempt Who knows? Perchance 
1^^ j^fà may thus he lightened • . Why perchance Ì 
Ql£ete be doubt of this » We should behold 
j-.% father promptly for his children's sake 
tssign his lire, ere that a single prince 
/V'oiud to the tears of all his fellow«meny 
Much less then to a sister's tears, resign 
The paltry prize of one fiintastic wish. 

ACT THE THIRD. ^ 

SCENK THE FIRST* 

Raymond^ Salviati. 

Sal Behold me here : this is the appointed day : 
I come ; and briny with m^ lyhat^**^^ f prp'^i»^ 
Already to the borders of Etruria 
Warriors advance in arms : King Ferdinand 
Pays them ; the Roman Sixtus blesses them ; 
Ere they proceed, they wait to hear from us 
t The signal of attack. Now say, hast thou 
I All promised ammunition in these walls? 

Ray* My arm has long been ready for the blow; 
And I have store of others also ready; 
But whom to strike, or wherei or how, or when. 
They know not ; nor befits it that they know. 
But to the great achievement yet is wanting 

(Its chiefest ornament : my aged father. 
He who alone could authorize the attempt, 
Is ignorant of it : to revengeful woi*ds 
His ears are closed ; and thou wilt hear him speak 
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Of sufferance yet. IVfy thoughts are known to him ; 
For ill I hide them ; further he knows nothing : 
I deemed it wisest to conceal from him 
This our confederacy till thou earnest hither. 

Sal. What sav'st thou ì Nothing Guglielmo knows f 
And thinkest thou that> at the close of day» 
He should be ignorant of what he's doom'd 
To*morrow to accomplish ? 

jRoy. Thinkest thou 
That it were wise to risk so great a secret f 
That to a man, (though enterprizing once,) 
Infirm from years» 'twere wise to grant one léghi *- 
To afler-thoughts ? Beyond a few brief hours 
Audacity dwells not in empty veins ; 
Prudence comes soon ; irresolution thence» 
Procrastination and inconstancy» 
And the infecting others with alarm ; 
And 'midst these doubts and fears the enterprize» 
The time for its completion» and the rage 
Ensuring its success» dissolve away» 
And guUty shame at last o'erwhelms the whole. 

SaZ But how» detests he not the dreadful yoke? 
And shares he not the general indignation ? • • 
s^ Rai/» He hates it» but he fears more than he hates ; 
And thence he vacillates eternally , 
'Twixt anger and dismay. Now he controuls 
His wholesome indignation» and he prays 
And waits for» and half hopes for, better times ; 
And now, as by a fatal Bash reveal'd» 
The truth at once on his bewilder'd mind 
Bursts forth ; and all the heaviness he feels 
Of his unworthy chains, yet dares not burst them* 
He was indeed incensed beyond all bounds 
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At the last outrase, which I would incur 
At all events. Tne useless goniiEdon 
Let others gain» taken from me to-day. 
I have, with many and repeated insults» 
Myself compelled the tyrants to resume 
The honour they bestow'd. Yet not the less 
For this have I mdulged in loud complaints. 
Affecting an immeasurable grief 
For the mvited injuij* — Oh see 
What times we live in> what abode is ours. 
When with hypocrisy we're forced to clothe 
E'en patriotic views !*-By schemes like these 
I have» at least in part, to my designs 
Silently moulded Guglidmo's heart. 
At length thou comest : thou shalt now divulge 
The king's assistance, the pontìfic wrath, 
The means concerted. Let us wait him here ; 
For here we are accustomed to confer. 

SaL Do not the tyrants oftentimes repair 
To diese apartments f 

Ri^. We are now secure 
From their approach s already has this place 
Witnessed their public and obnoxious toils. 
The remnant of the day, which we consume. 
We, the scom'd multitude, in useless tears, 
^^--They spend in revels and in sensual joys» 
Hence I invited thee to meet me here ; 
And hence my father also summoned. He, 
At first, will be amazed at seeing thee : 
In a short time 1 will reveal to him 
The indignation and the hardihood, 
And the immutable and stern resolve 
Of giving death, or dying, which we feel* 
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Mine be the task to inflame him. But, meanwhile» 
Let him at once learn this confederacy 
Both can be fi^rmM, and is already form'd. 

SaL Thou dost admonish wisely : more and more 
I deem thee, as I listen to thy words» 
A worthy instrument of liberty. 
As these are born oppressors» so art thou 
Defender of thy country. To induce 
Thy father to concur in our designs» 
The sanction of the pope will much avail* 
Those early principles on i^d hearts 
Have mighty influence, which e'en with our milk 
We once imbibed. Rome» evermore believed 
Implicitly by our forefathers» named 
Each enterprise, injurious to herself» 
Impious; and those, whatever they might be» 
Holy» that aided her ambitious views. 
If we are wise» this ancient prejudice 
May now avail us much : since at this time» 
Not as he's wont to be» the successor 
Of Peter js the enemy of tyrants» 
At this time» more than all allies beside» 
That successor of Peter may befriend us. 

Rai/. It grieves me» I to thee alone confess it» 
It grieves me not a little» thus to make 
Vile means subservient to a generous end. 
To raise as watchword in the cause of freedom» 
The name of Rome, the abode of guilty slaves : 
Here are the times» and not myself» in fault ! 
And further am I grieved, that I'm constrained 
^To make pretext of individua wrongs 
In this most righteous cause. The multitude 
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Will think that Pm inflamed by low revenge 
And selfish passions ; and perchance believe 
That I am envious of the tyrant's power,— 
0h heaven, thou knowest * . . 

Sal. Let not thoughts like these 
Divert thee from thy purpose : speedily 
The foolish vulgar will be undeceived 
By our performances. 

Ray. The time to come 
Fills me With mournful and foreboding thoughts. 
Their necks they have accustomed to the yoke ; 
Their natural rights forgotten ; they know not 
That they're in chains, much less desire to burst 

them. 
SlaverVy the natures who resist it not, 
Tranidorms, embrutes ; and rather needs their force 
To give them freedom than to clench their fetters. 

SaL Hence will the enterprize be more exalted» 
And worthier of thyself. In Greece or Rome 
'Twas meritorious, though not difficult. 
To endow free souls witn freedom. But to rouse 
Dead and degraded slaves to life at once 
And liberty, ah this indeed requires 
Sterner devotion. 

Rai/. It is true : yet fame 
Awaits the mere attempt Ah, were I sure 
As of my own arm, and of my own heart, 
Of those of my compatriots ! But by slave» 
The tyrant, not the tyranny, is hatecL 
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Guglielmo^ Salviati, Raymond. 

Gu. Thou, Salviati, here ? I thought thou wert 
Pursuing honours on the Tyber's banks. 

SaL A mightier object to my natal soil 
Restores me. 

Gtu Lucklessly dost thou review 
A soil which it were better to forget. 
To us what foolish purpose guides thee safe. 
Far from the tyrants didst thou dwell, and thou 
Retumest to thy prison. To the man 
Doom'd to behold his native land enslaved 
By cruel and by arbitrary power. 
What unfrequented and what distant spot 
(However savage and inhospitable,) 
Can be unwelcome ? Let my son to thee 
Be an example, if we ought to look 
From these our Medicaean lords for aught 
But outrages and scorn. In vain, in vain 
Rome with the sacred ministry invests thee ; 
Their supreme will alone is here held sacred. 

Ray» Father, and know'st thou whether he comes 
here 
Arm'd with endurance or a shield less vile ì 

S(d, Of bitter and retributory wrath 
I come the austere minister: I come 
Of plenary, inflexible revenge. 
Though late, the certain messenger. I hope 
To arouse ye all from the vile lethargy 
In which ye all lie buried, abject slaves. 
Now that with me and with my rage I bring 

VOL. II. p 



S38 THE CONflPIRACT OF THB PAZZI.' 

The holy rage of Sixtiu, sovereign pontiff. 

Gu* Arms wholly useless : rage we do not want ; 
We want support ; endurance or support 
Must be our choice or chance. 

SaL Support we bring» 
And more e&ctual than was ever proffered. 
I bring not words alone. Hear ; for to me, 
In brief vet powerful language, it belongs 
The busmess to divulge. There are, by whom 
I am commission'd to recall to thee, 
Provided thou cani^ yet remember them, 
Tlie ancient times, and thy original pride. 
If not, the painfiil duty then is mine 
The degradation of thyself and others 
To bring before thine eyes. If in th^ veins 
There yet is blood left to revolt at tms, 
Assistance is not far from us. Already , 
The Roman banners in the Etrurian port^s 
Wave to the wind ; and far more firm support 
The standard of King Ferdinand affords, 
FoUow'd by thousand, swords in firm array. 
Impatient for the fight, at one slight nod 
Of tibine for any enterprize prepared. 
In thy arbitrement is placed the life 
Of the oppressors; thme and thv son's honour ; 
The freedom of us all. That which thy sword 
May yet obtain, that which thou yet may'st lose 
From cowardice, thy doubts, thy hopes, thy fears. 
Our loss and our disgrace maturely weigh. 
And finally resolve. 

Gu. What do I hear ? 
To ùiee can I yield credence ? Who obtained 
So much for our advantage ì Hitherto 
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Profuse alone id empty jiromises 

Sixtus and Ferdinand were tardy friend». . 

Who now impels them, who? . . 

Ra^. Dost thou ask that ? 
R^oÌm". "^S^ forgotten then that I 
Thl^^i ^o Naples and the Tyber's banks i 
inat there twelve months I tarried ? Tn ^i^^* ^v 
gm I t^nsport myself, and Z^&^^ ''''»» ^' 
Where'er I go, resentment and abhorrence? 
Among what people can I drag my S 
fato wliose bwoms I shall not transfiu^' 
All, aU my mdignation, and at once 
txcite m them compassion for mvsdf 
And for my friends ? Who now remains 
]D«rf to my lamentations ?-For our shame 
Thou art alone so, fether ; where thou oughtest 
More than aU others, to abhor the yoke.^^^ 
And feel Its weight : thou, whom /call my fether 
Art equaUy with me the tyrante' foe • ^ ' 

And art by thena. e'en more than I am, scom'd. 

S?r th. r *« '»«''t."?<'«lg good citizens, 
*or thy too fecile criminal endurance 
Art now among ibe guilty ones the worst 
Ab, make, with thy infirm refusal, make 
Our fetters and thy infemy eternal • 

B.i n^oTry^'"* *** "^ "« fit to serve. 
But not to live : yes, wait, wait on for time. 

For fredi disgraces keep; and palliate 

With aU his heart abhors and disavows, 
Thy ignomuuous cowardice. 
Gu. My son. 
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For such indeed tliou art, no less than thou> 
Fervid with youth and generous vehemence, 
I once thus thunder'd ; but that time is past ; 
E'en now I am not vile, nor deem'st thou so 
Who thus aspersest me ; but I have ceased 
To act by tshance. 

Ray. Thou art resigned to live 
Each day by chance, and wilt not act by chance ì 
What art thou ì What are we ì Would not the hope^ 
The most precarious, of revenge, now be 
A state more certain than the doubtful one. 
The apprehensive one, in which v^e're doom'd, 
Trembhng, to live ? 

Gu. Thou.know'st that for myself 
I tremble not. 

Ray. Then would'st thou say for me, 
I absolve thee from all paternal care 
On my account. We both are citizens. 
And nothing else to-dav ; and there remains 
Far more for me than for thyself to lose. 
To the meridian of my days have I 
Scarcely attained ; ana thou towards night declinest. 
Children thou hast; like thee I am a father; 
I have an offipring but too numerous. 
And of that helpless a^e that they are fit 
Only to wake compassion in my heart — 
Different, fiEir different» are my ties from thine. 
I see a lovely consort, of myself 
The better part, eternally in tears 
Beside me pining : when they see her weep. 
My children flock around, and ask her why ; 
And they too weep with her. Their sorrows rend 
My heart ; ^nd I'm constrained to weep by stealth. 
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But soon the sad remembrance disenchants 
Each soft affection of my withered heart. 
That 'tis not fitting for a slave to love 
Objects not his. My consort is not mine, | 
Mv children are not mine» while I permit 
Him, whosoe'er he be, that is a tyrant. 
In this place to inhale the vital air. 
I have no tie now left in all the world 
Except the stem inexorable oath. 
Tyrants and tvranny to extirpate. 
Gu. Would'it thou slay two of them : to willing 
slaves 
Will tyrants e'er be wanting ^ 

Rai/. To the free 
Will swords be wanting ? Let them rise by thousandis» 
By thousands they shSl fall, or I will faU. 
Gu. I am subdued by thy decisive will. 
I, not unworthy of a son like Uiee, 
Would to thy noble rage commit myself. 
If of our arms, and not of foreign powers, 
Thou would'st avail thyself. I see not, no, 
For our sakes, Rome and Ferdinand in arms ; 
But for the injury of the Medici. 
We place them in these walls ourselves, but who 
At will can chace them afterwards from thence ? 
The mercenary soldiers of a king 
Seem not to me the harbingers of freedom. 

Sal. I thus reply to thee. The faith of Rome» 
The faith of Ferdinand I warrant not : 
It is the accustomed plan of those who reign 
Alternately to give it or resume it. 
In the suspicion common to them both. 
Their mutual envy, and in what is callM 
State poliey, do thou to-day confide. 



342 THE CONSPIRACY OF THK PAZ2I. 

Both fain woald domineer o'er us ; but one 

Prevents the other. Pity for our state 

Their heart conceives not ; nor have I alleged it : 

But long experience, to our shame, persuades them 

That popular and fluctuatmg rule. 

The turbulence of facUon, render us 

Slow to resolve, irresolute in act. 

Each of them fears that, on the Tuscan ruins, 

A single Tuscan chieftain should arise, 

Who mav suffice to annihilate the one. 

If with the other leagued. Behold at once 

The royal knot untwisted : private ends 

Prompt both alliances. If otherwise, 

Think'st thou that I should ever dare to urge 

Reliance on the friendship of a king ? 

Ray. And were it otherwise, dost thou believe 
That I should inconsiderately relax 
The reins, that I, with persevering hand, 
O'er the reboundlngs of my struggling will. 
Have held so many years ? I utter'd not 
By accident inflammatory words 
To thee ; by accident thou didst not hear me 
Exasperate with pungent virulence 
The tyrant's rage against me. Long I spake not, 
While silence might assist me ; but the proud. 
Imprudent tauntings thai have madden'a them 
To injure me, by prudence were inspired. 
To my vile fellow-slaves I had in vain 
Our general wrongs adduced ; for private ones 
Alone establish in corrupted minds 
Right to retaliation. I could find 
Abettors of my vengeance, if alone 
I of myself discoursed; but not one man 
Could I e'er find discoursing of my country. 
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Hence (ah opprobrious and crael silence, 
But indispensable !) I never dared 
To name my country, never. But to thee. 
Who art not of the common herd of men. 
Can I refrain from naming her ? Ah no !«-« 
|The object of our enterpnze consists 
'in slaying the two tyrants: but 'twill be 
Of far more difficult accomplishment 
To fashion after consequences well ; 
To give to inanition life once more ; 
To re-create our prostrate commonwealth. 
To make it once more strong, and capable 
Of liberty ; to make its ^ses beat. 
Now languishing, with vigorous, virtuous health. 
Now, say'st thou not that we're confederate 
To a most holy purpose ? I alone 
Am leader of this lofty brotherhood ; 
He is but one, as thou may'st also be, 
Of its component parts. We have, thou seest, 
Great instruments ; and courage greater still : 
Sublime the end, and worthy of ourselves* 
Thou, father, from a project great as this. 
Wilt thou shrink back disheartened ? Thy consent 
Grant me, oh grant me ; nothing else is wantmg. 
The swords unscabbarded are raised already ; 
Give, give the signal only, and thou seest them 
In their devoted bosoms plunged at once. 
And make an ample space for liberty. 

Gu. Thou hast a hero's mind— A noble shame^ 
Astonishment, resentment, hope, and race. 
All hast thou raised in me. Sense of old age. 
Courage of manhood, and the fire of youth. 
What hast thou not ì My guide and my commander, 
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^ My deity art thou. — It shall be thine . 

': Alone, toe honour of this enterprize; 
With thee its dangers I will only share ! 
Thou say'st, that nought is wanting but my name 
To accomplish it. Henceforward to thy will 
That name, and all its influence, I yiela : 
Dispose, elect, and whomsoever thou wilt 
Rescind from our confederates. Keep alone 
A weapon for thy father : thou shalt teach me 
What post I should fill up, what blow inflict. 
The whole shall teach me, when the whole is ready : 
In thee and thy judicious rage I trust. 

Rat/. But . . . more than thou may*st think • • • that 
time draws near. 
Thou wilt not be inconstant ? 

Gu, I am th^ father : 
Dost ihou expect to change ? 
Ray. Then whet thy blade. 
For at the dawn of day . . . But who approaches ? 
Bianca ! ... Oh my friend, let us avoid her. 
The last directions to. this mighty work 
Haste we to give. To thee I shall return, 
Father, ere long, and then thou shalt know all. 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

Guglielmo, Bianca. 

Bi. I seek for Raymond, and he flies from me. 
Ob tell me wherefore, and with whom he flies !•— 
What do I see ì Thou seem'st berefl of reason ! 
What troublous thoughts estrange thee from thyself^ 
Ah, speak : does any danger threaten mi •.% 
O'er whom does it impend ? « • • 
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Gu. If agony 
Heavily sits upon my pallid face. 
Why should'st thou be surprised at this ? I fear. 
And cannot hide my fears ; and who fears not ? 
If thou look round, a pallidness like mme 
On every fiice is painted* 

Bi. But for fear 
What fresh occasion ? . . • 

G«. 'Tis not fresh, oh daughter, 

Bi, But I have always seen thee hitherto 
Immoveable : thou fearest now, and say'st it. 
And Raymond, .who like an impetuous storm 
Of violent discordant impulses 
Seem'd hitherto to me, I now behold 
Assume the semblance of a tranquil man. 
Not long ago, words breathing nought but peace 
He spi^e to me : and he, of fdl suspense 
The mstinctive enemy, professes now 
To expect alleviation from delay : 
With one unknown he fliea from me ; and thou 
Stay'st agitated here. ... Ah yes, there is 
Too certainly a secret ; ..• • and thou hid'st it. 
From me thou hidest it ì My ^re, my spouse, 
Vie in deluding me* May heaven permit • . . 

Gu. Check these suspicions, check these tears: in 
vain 
Should J, alarmed, exhort thee not to fear. 
Fear tliou, but fear not us.— Well said my son, 
'That time alone can bring us palliatives. 
Go to thy children : thou canst not perform 
A task more grateful to us than to guard them^ 
To love them well, and nourish them to virtue.-— 
Useful advice, if thou from me regard it, 
s2 
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'Twill be to thee, that thou should'st persevere. 
Where words avail not, in profoundest silence • • • 
Thus, oh Bianca» thou wilt surely win 
All our affections ; and at once escape 
The persecution of thy cruel brothers. 

ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCENE THE FIRST. 

JuUarij and an armed FoUotver, 
Ju. Ho; here bring Guglielmo instantly* 

SCENE THE SECOND. 

Julian. 

Ju. Does Salviati then return to Florence ì 
Why should he stir from Rome ì How dares he plant 
His footsteps in these thresholds ? Does he thus 
Despise our hatred, and our power, and us ? — 
But yet, if he returns, his hardihood 
Springs certainly from force, • • fromborrowM force.— 
xes, now His indispensable to use 
All stratagems to frustrate those results. 
Which, having once be&ll'n, we should in vain 
For reparation strive. Be Guglielmo 
First summoned to our presence ; haply he, 
(Exhausted bv the infirmities of age, 
JMay by the bait of flattery be surprized 
I To mdiscreet confession. To these traitors 
Since Salviati now has ioin'd himself. 
The messenger of papal subtlety. 
All circumspective vigilance is needful ; 
And with' profuse professions we must seek 
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A reinforcement of preventive measures» 
And time to adapt tnem to the exigence. 

SCENE THE THIRD. 

Guglielmo^ Julian. 

Ju. Ob, Guglielmo» thou who dost possess» 
More than all other men» the precious fruit 
Of a long life» and a long life well spent» 
Experience and wisdom; who dost xnow» 
Dost understand» and canst discriminate 
The modem and the antiquated rights 
Of this our country; listen to my words. 
Already» by the power which now is mine». 
I am not bunded» nor have I consigned 
To iniquitous forgetfulnesa the name 
Of citizen ; I know full well how brief» 
And how unstable are the gifts of fortune. 
I know • . • 

Gu. What thou ma/st be who knows? *Tis true» 
Thou dost appear more lenient than thy brother; 
But so corrup»ted is the vulgar mind» 
That though it fears thee less» it does not thence 
Detest thee less than he. Perchance a tyrant» 
Who forces to obey a race enslaved» 
Is more acceptid)le than one who stoops 
To dupe them to obedience. 

Jtu I confess 
Lorenzo oft is culpably incautious ; 
Nor is thy Raymond so invincible 
As he beueves himself. Let us confer» 
Soften'd by more conciliatory thoughts.*-» 
Thou knowest that the citizens» inf(Nrm'd 
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And apprehensive of the ancient licence» 
Committed tofour trust the superflux 
Of liberty ; from whence the nobler parts 
Have since remain'd eternally mitouch'd . • . 

Gu. How hast thou a plain argument perplex'd 
With subtle phrases destitute of sense! 
Hiere is a simple name for servitude. 
Call those who vield to despots slaves at once. 

Ju, And to thy freedom give the name of licence. 
I came not for these flimsy arguments. 

Gu. 'Tis true, that folly only fights in words. 

Jm. Then listen to me ere I illustrate 
This truth with deeds. A fervid virulence 
Consumes thy Raymond's heart: with youth and 
power 
- Lorenzo also feels life's pulse beat high. 
To thee, thy son, and to thy entire race» 
May ruin thence result : but also thence 
Our ruin may result by treacherous means. 
I speak not of Lorenzo as ahrother ; 
Nor speak thou as a father of thy son. 
We're citizens» and thou the best. Now say^ 
Should we not strenuously exert ourselves 
To hinder tumults, bloodshed» and disgrace ? 
And thou the more so now» as thou art placed 
In most alarming danger ^ Thou who dar'st 
Call servitude» th' observance of the laws» 
Ferceivest» that amid new broils» to you 
The load will rather be increased than lessened.. 
Be thou at once a citizen and father : 
Make thy son somewhat yield : if he alone 
Confess that he is less than we, with this. 
Lorenzo will be pacified. It is 
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Allotted to thee with one word of thine 
To frustrate each pernicious consequence. 

Gu. Who could make Raymond yield? And should 
I do it. 
E'en if I could? 

Ju. At once confess to me : 
If thou wert sovereign here, and thou didst see 
Thy power contemn'd by us, as ours is now 
By him, what punishment wouldst thou inflict ? 

Gtf. I should esteem that I in ruling here 
So much more grievously insulted others, 
That of each insult offered to myself 
I should take no account. Of liberty. 
What less part can be left to those who lose it 
Than to lament its loss ? Each man should speak. 
Were I in your place, as his judgment dictates ; 
But act alone conformable to mine. 
Silent, alone are formidable, foes : 
And scattered poison injures not its object. 
Frankly I speak to thee : I do not deem 
My son for lofty enterprises fit : 
Ah, were he so ! Thou would'st not hear me thus 
Address thee abjectly ; nor hadst thou seen 
Me tremble and obey.— 'Gainst foes like us, 
Contempt, when managed with dexterity, 
('Tis but too true) is adequate defence. 
Behold, it seems to me, that, though no t3^ant, 
I can prescribe to thee, with decent skill. 
The laws of tyranny, the stratagems. 
The conduct, and the principles sublime. 

Ju. What would*8t thou say to me ? And know I 
not, 
As well as thou dost know^ this son of thine ì 
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Gu. And dost thou fear him ì 

Ju. Fear»d, I fear a^ain.-* 
To simulate, or to dianmulate» 
Were idle now. Let us for once renounce 
In words» what always we renounce in deeds, 
Maxims follacious as they're plausible : 
Not from our country, not from laws, or freedom. 
But from setf-love, and self-utQity, 
And i^prehensions of contingent loas^ 
Let each of us, with more sincerity. 
And with more wisdom, take bis rule of conduct. 
Lorenzo all the qualities possesses. 
By which a new state is increased and sway'd. 
Except forbearance and timidity : 
Nature hath form'd me in another mould ; 
And that which is deficient in himself 
In me is perhaps excessive : but confess. 
Art thou not e'en more timorous than I f 
Do not I see the spirit of mistrust^ 
And apprehension, in thy smallest actions ì 
I know, no base of some eternal rock 
Is in the restless main more firmly placed. 
Than Raymond and Lorenzo stand unmoved 
In their resolves : in nature they are equal. 
Yet not in power : but equal is our fear. 
As with my brother I exert myself, 
Do thou exert thyself with this thy son. 
Perhaps we may yet see other times. Fewy^s^ 
Hast thou to live ; yet these thou would'st desire. 
Though burthensome and comfortless, to spend : 
Thou hast supported such • • • Would'st thou pre- 
serve them? 

Gu* The terror of a tyrant, and a father. 
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No one would place in counteracting scales 
Save he who is a tyrant and a father. 
I feel my own alarm ; thine, thou alone 
Canst feel and estimate. Paternal fear. 
Which is the most excusable, to-day 
Surmounts the other. Far as I avul 
I will exert myself, that Raymond chuse 
Spontaneous exile; and 'twere best he did so ; 
for not for vengeance, but for fresh injustice, 
In these abhorred walls will he remab. 

SCENE THE FOURTH* 

LorenzOf Julian^ GugUehno. 

Lo. Julian, what dost thou ì Dost thou spend in 
words 
The time that others spend in deeds ? . • • 

Ju* At last 
This old man yields to my persuasive speech. 
Dost spurn at peace before I've made it sure ? 

Lo. Who talks of peace ? Lo, Salviati comes, 
The source of all disturbAhce, the contriver 
Of every guilty, circumventive plot. 

Ju. I know it ; but meanwhile • • • 

Lo. And dost thou know. 
That from the south he brings arm'd warriors here ì 
In truth no martial race : to whom we ought 
To shew ourselves, and only shew ourselves. 
At the first lightening of our shields, at once 
Tlieir fenny cloud will be dispersed. Indeed, 
What courage founded not in others fears. 
Was e'er displayed by Rome ì 

Gu. And what, my lord ì 
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Can one defenceless citizen's return 
From Tyber's banks excite suspicion in thee ? 
And to your detriment would Rome now arm. 
Who so infrequently and clumsily 
Combats, and only in her own defence ? 
Lo» More than one hero hath been made to» 
tremble 
Before the pope's perfidious myrmidons. 
'Mid roses» and 'mid lilies, they conceal 
Daggers and poison. It is true, their arms 
Womdy if foreseen, be always impotent.— 
Ye satellites of Rome, I leave you here : 
Plot ye till I return. My brother, come; 
Let us depart. We will afterwards 
With these resume our conference : but first 
Let those pale quivering banners that display 
The surreptitious keys, seized or dispersed. 
Or burn'd, or trampled in the squahd filth, 
Fall by our hands. We should first somewhat shake 
The putrid aged trunk on which fraud leans ; 
Since it belongs to ages more remote 
To eradicate it wholly. — ^Let us go.— 
With joys my heart leaps up in thrusting thee 
Against an open enemy, oh sword ! 
And only I regret, if thou disdain 
To smite the back of hostile fugitives, 
That thou, must here return fasting from blood. 

SCENE THE FIFTH. 

Guglielmo, 

Gu. He has a lofty soul ; a soul too great 
For tyranny. He doubtlessly will reign» 
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Except he M a victim to our swordd* 

But reigDy reign at thy pleasure ; thou shark be 

Quickly resembling thy perfidious brother ; 

Crafty» flagitious, apprehensive, cruel i 

In shorty what ought to be» and is, who reigns. 

Now light already thickens, and my son 

Comes not to me ; nor Salviati comes. 

But of the Roman troops notyet in march 

How could Lorenzo hear ì This enterprise 

Which we project is hard to execute ; 

And doubtful its success. But yet the rage. 

The vengeance, tempered with sagacity. 

Of Raymond, reassure me.-— Let me seek him • # • 

SCENE THE SIXTH. 

Raymond, Sahiaii^ Guglielmo. 

Gu. Oh ! tell me in what posture are our hopes i 

Ray, Almost completed. 

Sal. Heaven, at length, smiles on us : 
My hopes are more than realized. 

Gu, Far more 
Than I was heretofore, ye find me ready, 
And for an ample vengeance. Insolence ! 
Here Julian took upon himself erewhile 
To covenant with me for our disgrace ; 
And afterwards Lorenzo joined his brother, 
Threat'ning and arrogant. I spake to him 
Now dòubSul words, indicant now, now feign'd ; 
For the most part in servile tones diisguised, 
To tyrants so acceptable : they deem 
No crime so dire as that of fearlessness. 
I would not rouse suspicion in their souls ; 
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They think me full of fear— But tell me how 

The secret of the foreign armament 

Hath thus in part transpired ? Lorenzo seems, 

'Tis true, to view it with consummate scorn» 

And to account it th' ineffectual fruit 

Of home-bred intrigues foster'd by ourselves. 

Such confidence assists us ; and though Julian 

Hath intimated that he qmrehends 

Domestic discontents, he fancies not 

The vengeance so inevitably near. 

Or so alarming as it is. Ah ulv. 

Is our success then certain ? What assaflant, 

What arms, what means, where, when ? • • • 

Rai/, Hear thou the whole. 
Meanwhile with wonder be not stupified 
At what Lorenzo knows. We artmlly. 
Their forces to divert, at first proclaimed 
The foe's approach. But in the vulgar ear 
The arms of Rome exclusively resound. 
« The holy Sixtus sends a little aid 
<* To rescue from their recent servitude 
«< The oppressed Tuscan." — The report behold. 
In consequence of which I hoped, the tyrants 
A scanty, but an open force expecting. 
Would turn towards thb alone their anxious thoughts; 
And rightly I conjectured. To the camp, 
At dawn of day, Lorenzo hastes to go ; 
But too inevitably will arise 
^1 That dawn for him, destined to be his last* 

'^ Both shall be slain to*morrow. I have chosen 
A few, but stubborn both ii^ hand and heart, 

J For the great enterprise. Anselmo, Albert, 

Y Napoleon, and Bandini, and thy son. 
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^*H[linato vile^ dishonouring our race. 
Refused to be one of this noble band. 

Giu Coward ! and should he now betray us ? • • # 

Rau. Oh, 
Coula he imitgine that ! but, free from vice» 
He has no virtue : speak of him no more.—- 
Ready for every signal, Anselm' keeps 
His armed men ; but wherefore they know not : 
.We shall commence th' attack at the same time 
/That he shall occupy the greater forum. 
The palace ; and the many avenues 
Thitherward tending ; thence the populace 
Invite to freedom : we meanwhile shdl join them . . • 

Gu. But in one place t'inflict on them one death 
Do you expect ? Woe» if an interval, 
£'en of one moment, 'twixt the blows elapse ! 

i2ay. Ere from these walls they issue to the camp» 
Ì At dawn of day, both to the church will go 
I T' implore Heaven's aid to their tyrannic arms: 
There shall they both be slain. 

Gu. What do I hear? 
In the house of God ì 

Sal. Yes, in the house of God. 
What victim can we offer to the skies 
More welcome than an immolated tyrant ? 
Hath he not set th* example to defy 
Men, laws, and nature, and high Heaven itself? 

Gu. Thou speakest truly ; yet with human blood 
To desecrate the altars • . . 

Sal. Human blood. 
The blood of tyrants ? They on human blood 
Who feed ì And for such monsters shall there be 
A sacred refuge ? Turpitude be safe 



\ 
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There^ where eternal justice has its throne ì 

Were they both wreathed around their Maker's 
image. 

For this I would not sheathe my lifted sword. 
Gfi. The people, who behold with other eyes 

Actions like these^ with thundering voice will call iCs 

Irreverent, sacrilegious homicides. 

This universal prejudice alone 

Our enterprise may thwart, or wrest from u» 

All its advantages . • . 
Rajf. On th' other hand 

This mterval alone can serve our purpose : 

There is no superfluity of time : 

To-morrow they are sacrificed, or never. 

That which is needful is t' ensure the blows ; 

Nor any place adapted to ensure them 

Is there like this.^-Con8ÌdereBt thou the people ? 

More than with anger, with astonishment 

All innovation they are apt to view. 

We will give orders, that, at the same moment 

In which we draw our swords, the sacred roof 

Shall echo with the anathemas of Rome. 

Gtf . 'Tis true, the name oi JElome may do much 
here« 
I But which of us the honour shall obtain 
I Of the first blow? What post shall I fill up ? 

Wrath, impulse, courage, here alone suffice not. 

Rather a will extravagantly warm 

May injure here. — A cold ferocious valour, 

A prompt and steady hand, a fiice unmoved, 

A neart whose element is human blood» 

A mute inflexibility of lip, 

Men should have these who are tyrannicides*. 
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A motion, nod, or look inopportune^ 
Nay» e'en a thought, may break the fatal charm, 
The destined victim's confidence may thwart. 
Time for the deed, the perpetrator's courage. 

Ray. We have ourselves arranged the first attack : 
TOe nre tJbtog-aball be mine : to quench their thirst 
Then tEe less resoTute shall venture forth. 
Soon as the dastard tyrants on the earth. 
Weltering in blood, praving for life, shall fall. 
Father, the signal heard, if thou repair 
Where stands Ansehno, thou wilt aid us much. 
Far more than in the temple ; from whose shelter, 
Soon as the blow is hurl'd, we shall rush forth. 
I grieve that I alone cannot at once 
Bodi of them murder. — Oh! what saidst thou, fiither ì 
A prompt and steady hand ? This very steel 
Shall sooner fail than my right-hand and heart. 

Giu Why emulating UieejcanXiiQLgtrike.? 
'Tis true, too true, alas ! that, weak with age. 
My tremulous limbs to my untrembling heart 
May give the lie. Thou art a light from Heaven 
To dissipate my doubts : thou hast thought well : 
For all hast well provided ; and in vain 
I speak. It pleases me that the first blows 
Ye have awarded to yourselves alone. 
How much I envy you ! I only fear'd 
Thou would'st refuse, with victims so impure. 
To stain thy sacerdotal hand . . . 

Sal, How ill 
Thou knowest me ! Behold my dagger ; see it; 
'Tis no less sacred than the hand that grasps it: 
The holy Sixtus having bless'd it first. 
To me consigned it. Interchangeably 
10 
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The Bame hand grasp'd the croBier and the sword : 

T' extinguish tyrants, and their impious slaves. 

The mighty God of battle arm'd himself, 

liie right-hand never falliUe, and dire. 

Of his anointed priests. These arms I grasp. 

These consecrated, homicidal arms, 

Shall hang one day an offering on these altars. 

A fury more than human hath inflamed me : 

And though I bring an arm unused to blood, 

That heaven-descended fury, to the heart 

Which I have chosen to pierce» shall guide my hand. 

Gu. And hast thou chosen Uieni • • • 

Sal. Lorenzo. 

Gu. Ah! 
The most ferocious ì 

Rai/. Though I liad preferr'd 
To slay the sti*ongest, yet have I agreed 
In this t' indulge him. Furthermore, I thought 
That most assuredly the abject Julian 
Would fence his cowardice in hidden mail; 
Whence, as the enterprise most difficult. 
Him I accepted. Thou shalt have Lorenzo; 
The guilty Julian is my destined prey : 
E'en now I grasp him : now witmn that breast. 
Receptacle of treachery and fraud, 
The sword I plunge up to the very hilt. 
The signal to unsheathe, and to assault. 
Will be the sacred moment, when, by hymns 
Chaunted in whispers, from his high abode 
The son of God mysteriously drawn down, 
Enters the consecrated element — 
Now thou know'st all : as soon as thou shalt hear 
The tolling of the saintly bell, rush forth ; 
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And then remember» that our enterprise 
Has been defeated, or is perfected. 

Gu. I will do all-— Let us now separate:— 
Oh Night, thou last of slavery or life» 
Hasten thy flagging and invidious course !— 
Do thou meanwhile inflexibly^ oh son. 
Distrust Bianca : love doth often make 
A woman's heart consummate in discernment* 
And thouy oh Salviati, recollect. 
That if thy first blow should be found abortive, 
Lorenzo is not one to give thee time, 
Or opportunity, to aim a second. 

ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCENE THE FIRST. 

Raymond, Bianca* 

Itay, What would^st thou now? retire to thy 
apartments : 
Leave me ; I shall return here instantly. 

BÙ And may I not go with thee ì , 

Ray, No. 

BÙ Ah, why ? • • • 

Ray, Thou canst not. 

BÙ Dost thou disregard me thus ì 
Oh dear departed davs, where are ye ffone ì 
Then from thy side thou didst not banish me ; 
Nor didst thou ever move but I moved with thee. 
Blessing thy never solitary steps ! 
Wherefore do I displease thee ì and in what 
Have I ofiended thee ? Thou fliest from me; 
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And, what is worse, thou drivest me from thy pre- 
sence. 
Ahy then, the sound of this my once«k>ved vcHce, 
No longer reaches, much less penetrates. 
Thy alienated heart ! I will pursue thee, 
If only at a distance . . . 

Ray» But what fear'st thou i 
Or what dost thou suspect ? . • • 

Bi. Thou know'st. 

Rai/, I know 
That thou lov'st me, that thee I also lore ; 
Love thee far more than thou canst comprehend* 
My lips divulge it not ; but eveiy gesture. 
My looks, my countenance, my heart dedare it. 
Now, if I chase thee from me, or avoid thee, 
I do it, since I wish to afflict thee less 
With my calamities; • . • what solace, say, 
Canst thou give me ì 

BÙ Cannot I weep with thee ? 

Ray. To see thee waste away thy life in tears, 
In useless tears, redoubles my affliction. 
I fly from all society thou seest ; 
And to myself am burthensome. 

BÙ I see 
Far more than this ; too certainly I see 
That thou mistrustest me. 

Ray, I tell thee not 
All my misfortunes ? • • . 

BL Thy misfortunes, yes ; 
But not their remedies. With some great scheme 
Thy heart is labouring : and thou deemest not 
That thou should'st tell it me ì Conceal it then» 
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1 8sk of thee alone to follow thee ; 
And thou refiisest it ? I may, perchancei 
A little hcdp, but never injoFe tiiee. 

Bay. What say'st thou ? • • • Nothing in my heart 
I hide • • • 
Except my rage, as useless as 'tis ancient. 

BÙ But yet this long uninterrupted nighty 
Which scarcely yet the risii^ dawn disperses. 
How different» ah, how veiy different, 
Was it to Uiee from all preceding nights ! 
Not one brief moment did calm sleep descend 
Upon th^ weary eyes. Thou closed'st them 
To deceive me the better ; but the thick. 
And frequent pantings of thy breast; thy sigh6 
Suppress d by force; thy face alternately 
Inflamed with fire, or bathed in hues of death ; . • . 
All I observed, yes, all ; for love watch'd with me : 
I'm not deceived : in vain thou would'st conceal . • • 

Ray. And vainly dost thou rave.-— Above my head, 
'Tis true, that genial and profound repose 
Spread not its wings ; but this oft happens to me. 
And who the blessedness of sleep enjoys 
Where tvrants dwell ì Eternally on high. 
Above the head of slaves, a naked sword 
Hangs by a slender thread. Save idiots, here 
Nò other men repose* 

BU What wilt thou say 
Of thy so sudden starting from thy pillow? 
Is this thy wonted hour ì The shades of night 
Were undiminished vet, when thou already 
Hadst leap'd abruptlv from thy bed, like one 
Whom unaccustomed care consumes. Towards me 
Did not I see thee afterwards direct, 
YOL. II. a 
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Sighingy thy humid eyes ? and scarcely risen» 
Thy children one by one embrace ? embrace ! 
Nay» rather to thy breast a thousand times 
Glue them» devouring them with eager kisses ; 
Convulsed with agony» did not I see thee» 
With copious torrent of paternal tears» 
Their little breasts and faces inundate ? 
Thou erewhile so ferocious ? Thou, a man 
Whose eyes are never visited by tears ì 
Shall I see these things^ and not apprehend 
That something vast and ominous lies hid 
In the recesses of thy labouring heart ì 

Ray. ...I wept? 

Bi. And thou deniest it ì 

Ray. I wept ? • • • 

BÙ With undropt tears thine eyes are humid still* 
If in this breast thou shedd'st them not» idi where ? • • 

Bay. Feely feel» these eyes are dry ; « • • no tears 
are there • « • 
And if erewhile I wept • « • I wept the fate 
Of ihe poor cliildren of an outraged father. 
Must 1 incessantly not weep their birth» 
And their existence ? Wretched little ones ! 
What fate in this long death» which we call life^ 
Awaits you ! To increase your infamy» 
Ye are at once the tyrants' slaves and nephews • • ^^ 
I ne'er embrace you but I weep for this • • • 
These pledges of our love» let them be dear 
To thee» oh consort ; since I» with a love» 
Love them too different from thy love ; and now 
Too different from these corrupted times* 
Yet, notwithstanding» weep their destiny ; • . * 
And» to their father» take especial heed 
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Tbev be not like, if it can comfort thee 
Rather to bring them up to servitude» 
Than to the practice or the love of virtue* 

Bi, Oh Heaven! ... what words!. ..my sons!. «•> 
alas ! • • • In danger ? 

Ray, If peril rises, I confide them to thee. 
Do thou withdraw them firom the tyrants* rage 
Should it be ever needfuk 

Bi Woe is me! 
Kow I perceive, I uaderstand^and now 
Am certain. Art thou come, oh fatal day ì 
Now is the mighty enterprise mature : 
Thou wouldest change the state. 

Ratf. . . • And if I would. 
Have I su£Scient strength for such a deed ? 
I would perchance accomplish it ; but oh. 
These are the visions of a maniac • . . 

BL Ah ! ill thou feignest : those beloved lips- 
Are not accustom'd to deceive thy consort. 
That thou dost undertake a mighty task. 
My terror tells me ; and those various^ 
Tremendous workings of thy countenance. 
That in a crowd in quick succession throng, 
Despairing agony, compassion, rage. 
Hatred, revenge, and love. Ah, by those children, 
Which thou, spite of thyself, dost so much love ; 
Not by myself, oh no ! for I am nothing ; 
And by thy eldest child, our growing hope. 
Our mutuiu precious hope, I do conjure thee, 
At least, in part, reveal to me thy thoughts I 
Onlv convince me thou'rt exempt firom danger^ 
And I am pacified : if '(is not so. 
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Suflbr me at th^ side. Ah ! how ought I 
To save thy childra:i, if I do not know 
What peril threatens them? I faU, I fall, . 
Prostrate before thee : I will never rise 
Till thou dost speak. If thou mistnistest me. 
Slay me at once ; i^ on the other hand, . 
Thou dost confide in me, why art thou silent ? 
I am thy wife, and nothing else: ah speak. 

Ray. • • • Lady, • • • oh rise ! Thy terror represents 
Dangers fo thy affirighted phantasy. 
At present far removed. Arise, return ; 
Continue with thy children : I to them 
Will also come ere long : leave me. 

JBf . Ah no !.. . 

Ray. Leave me ; 'tis my command. 

Bt. Abandon thee? 
Ah ! rather kill me : by bo other means 
Shall this fond grasp be loosen'd • • • 

Ray. Cease. 

BÙ Oh Heaven ! 

Ray. Desist; ori... 

Bi. I will pursue thy steps. 

Ray. Ah wretched me ! Behold my father here ! 
Behold my father. 

SCSim THE SECOND. 

Guglielmo^ Raymond^ Bianca^ 

Gu. What dost thou do here? 
There are who now expect thee at the temple ; 
And meanwhile idle here ? . . • 

Ray. Heard'st thou ? I go; 
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What dost thou fear ? Ah stay ; detain her, fiither : 
I fly . • . and soon return — To thee, Bianca, 
Ì recommend my children, if thou lovest me.^ 

SCENE THE THIRD* 

GtigUelmo, Bianca. 

Bu What words ! Ah wretched me ! to death he 
flies! 
And thou forbiddest me to follow him! 
Cruel • . . 

Gu. Stay, stay; be pacified; ere long 
He will return. 

BÙ Cruel ! dost thou thus feeF 
Compassion for thy son ? Thou leavest him 
Alone to encounter death, and thou'rt a father ! ' 
If thus thou canst, abandon him ; but ah ! 
Stop not my steps : loose me, I will go to him « • • 

Gtu Thy going now would be mistimed and late. 

BÙ Late ! Ah ! it is then true that he attempts . • 
Ah 1 tell me • . . Speak, or let me go. • . . Where flies 

he ? • • • 
To some most dangerous enterprize I know ; 
But ought I not to hear of what belongs 
To such a precious portion of myself ? 
Do you indeed more than myself remember 
The blood from which I spring ì Ah, speak ! I sa^ 
Now fashion'd of your blood : I do not nate 
My brothers, no ; but I love only Raymond. 
I. love him much as human heart can lovcf 
And now I fear for him, lest, ere he take 
The state from them, they take fvom him his life.* 

Gu* If this be what thoa feaPst^ and since thoa 
seem'st 

as 
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To know 8o much already, be assured 
Less dubious is his life than that of others* 

BL Oh heaven ! are then my brothers' lives in 
danger? 

Gil. Tyrants are never safe» 

BL What do I hear ? 
Alas 1 • . • 

Gu. Think*st thou that one can wrest the state 
From those possessing it, and not their lives? 

BÙ My consort • . • then . • # seeks • • • to betray • • • 
my blood ? • • • 

Giu Yes, it behoves us treacherously to spill 
Their blood, ere ours they treacherously quaff: 
And to Uie hard extremity by force 
They have compell'd us. Instantly from thee 
Thy husband and thy children had been taken ; 
Ah, thence 'twas incQspensable for us 
To anticipate their cruel purposes. 
Myself, thou seest, to aid the enterprise 
Have girt the sword, ao many years disused. 
To my enfeebled side. ' 

Bi, Ferocious souls ! 
Dissembling hearts ! I could not have believed • • • 

Crti. Daughter, what wouldest thou f Necessity 
To this compels us. For us to retract 
'TIS now too late. Put up what vows to heaven 
Thou likest best : meanwhUe escape from hence 
Is not allowed to thee : thou'rt guarded now 
By many armed warnonu— If thou art. 
As thou should'st be more than aught else, a mother» 
Return to thy poor children, ah return • . • 
But now, methinks, I hear the sacred toll 
Of the lugubrious bell . . • I'm not mistaken* 
Oh son ! ... I fly to liberty or death ! 
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SCENE THE FOURTH* 

Bianca, armed Soldiers* 

BÙ Hear me • • • Oh how he flies ! and I am forced 
To tarry here i In pity let me go. 
This is the only breast that» interposed. 
Can staunch that sea of blood • • • Are your hard 

hearts. 
Barbarians» inaccessible to pity ?— 
Impious, flagitious, execrable marriage 1 
I ought to have foreseen that blood uone 
Could finish such immeasurable hate* 
Now I perceive why Raymond could not speak : 
In truth thou diddest well to hide from me 
Such unimaginable wickedness : 
I thought thee cimable of high revenge, 
But never of an mnect treason, never • • • 
What tumult do 1 hear? Oh heaven ! . . • What 

shrieks I 
Methinks the earth shakes ! • • • Oh ! with what a loud 
And clamorous dissonance the av rebounds ! • . • 
The name of liberty, of liberty, 
I hear distinctly • . . ■ Ah ! perhaps already 
My brothers are no more • • • Who do I see ? 
Oh heavens! Raymond! 



' The loldien retire. 
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Raymond^ Bianca» 

BL Wretch! what hast thou done? 
Speak. Return'st thou, perfidious spouse ! to me- 
Thy guilty dagger reeking with my oiood? 
Who would have ever thought thou wert a traitor \ 
What do I see ? Alas ! from thy own side 
The blood spoute forth in ample streams ! • • • 

jRoy. Bianca . • • scarcely • . • I • • • support myselfi 
Ah spouse . • . 
Sustain me • • • Dost thou see ? That blood, • • which 

bathes 
My sword, ... it is ••• the tyrant's; but« • • 

BÙ Alas I • • • 

Ray» This is my own blood; » • • I •.« • in my own 
side • « • 

BU Oh! frightful wound !» . • 

Ray. Frightfiil indeed ! . . • Myself, 
With my own hand . . . blinded by too much n^e • • * 
Inflicted it • • • On Julian I fell ; 
And planted in him so, so many wounds» 
That I • • • with one • • • at last • • . transfixed myself' 

BÙ Oh fatal cruelty ! ... Oh mortal blow ! 
How many of us hast thou slain at once ! 

Ray. I told it not to thee : ... Ah pardon me: 
Thee should I not have told ; nor shouldest.thou. 
Have heard of it, till it was done : . . . and yet, 
At all events, I was constrained to do it. 
It grieves me that to consummate the deed 
My strength allows not ... If it was a crime, 
I come to expiate it with my blood. 
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Before thine eyes • • . But oh ! I hear the cry 
Of liberty more fervently resound ! 
And I am dying here ! . • • 

Bi. Oh heaven ! and ... fell •• • 
Lorenzo, .«also?... 

Rai/. A most strict injunction 
I gave to his assailant for Uiis purpose. 
I shaU die unlamenting, if I leave 
Safe, and in liberty, my sire, my spouse. 
My children, and my fellow-citizens. 

BÙ Thou leavest me to tears • . • But will I live ? 
Give me thy sword • . . 

Rai/. Bianca • . • Oh sweet spouse • • • 
Part of myself • • • remember thou'rt a mother • • • 
Thou for our children should'st consent to live ; 
Live for our children, • • • if thou lovest me • • • 

Bi. Oh children ! • . But the dissonance increases • • 

Ra^, And it approaches ; • • • and I seem to hear 
Discordant cries • • • Run to the little ones, 
And leave them not ; to their protection fty^e-^ 
Alas ! • • • for me . • • no hope • • • of life . . • remains • • 
Thou seest • • • that . • • I am • • . a dying man • • • 

Bi. What shall I do ? • • • Near whom shall I rè- 
^ main ? . • • 
What do I hear ? . • . The cry of « Slay the traitor!'* 
The traitor, who ? • • • 

Rai/. The vanquish'd is the traiton 

SCENE THE SIXTH* 

LorenzOf Guglielmo^ Bianca^ Raymond, and a rein' 
Jbrcement of Soulier s. 

Lo. Sli^him! 



370 THE COMSPIKACT OV THfi TA2XU 

Bay. Oh sight! 

Bi. And dost thoo^lir^ my brother ? 
Havepi^... 

Lo. Here the miscreant sought a refiige ; 
And slunk from danger to his consort's arms». 
In yain ; drag him by force. 

BÙ Mjepaaae ! ... my children! • • • 

Bay. xhott manadedy oh fiither ! • • • 

Gu. And thou wounded ! 

Lo. Oh ! what do I behold ? Thy faithless bloo<i 
Thou sheddest from thy side ! Now, who forestalled 
My arm? 

Bay. Mine ; but it err'd: this was a blow 
Aim'd at thy brother's heart. But he from ma 
Had many more like this. 

Lo. Dead is mjr brother f 
But 1 live, yes, I live; and to kill me, 
A soul unlike that of an inexpert. 
That of a peijured, and a dastard priest. 
Was needful. Salviati lifeless fell ; 
And with him fell his comrades: I reserved 
Thy father only, that to see thy death 
Ere he gain*d his, might aggravate his pan^ 

Bi. What boots this cruelty ì He langmshea^ 
Half dead* «. 

Lo' And thus half dead, do I exult . . . 

Bi. He hath the punishment of his offence.. 

Lo. What do I see ? Dost thou embrace a wretch. 
Stain'd with thy brother's blood? 

Bi. He is my husband . . • 
And he is dying . . . 

Ba^. Whence dost thou beseech him ?— 
See, if thy death were trusted to my power,. 
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Whether thou wouldest live/ 

^f. What hast thou done? 

jRa^. I . • . never . . • strike • • • in vain • . • 

Gu. Oh son ! . • • 

jRoy. Oh father ! 
Imitate me. Behold the sword« 

Bi. 'Tis mine. 

Lo, No, it is mine * • • • Thou murderer of my bro- 
ther» 
How many other deaths, oh sword, art thou 
OrdainM to give ! 

jRoy. Consort, farewell • • • for ever • • . 

BL And shall I live ? • . • 

Gu* Oh terrible sight !— Quick, quick. 
Put me to death : why dost thou hesitate ? 

Lo. Now to thy in&mous torture thou shalt go.«*- 
Meanwhile by force from that unworthy neck 
Sever the weeping lady. Time alone 
Can sooth her grief.^ — And time alone can prove 
That Tm no tyrant, and that these are traitors. 



' He plants a sword in his heart, which he had hidden at 
the arrival of Lorenzo. 

* He wrests the sword from the hand of Goglielmo, which, 
cast to him by Raymond, he had snatched np. 
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